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DEDICATION. 



TO THOMAS MITCHELL, ESQ. 

L4TE rELI.OW OF STDIOET COLLEGE, CAMBBI96X. 



MY DEAR MITCHELL, 

Allow me to surprise you with a Dedica- 
tion. It is not quite so disinterested a one 
as you may imagine, for it is a cheap way of 
paying my debts for many an hour of enjoy- 
ment in health, and refreshment in sickness j 
and besides, I wish to show that alarming 
body of people, called ** some persons,*' that 
the jnost unaccommodating politician need 
not absolutely want friends, and warm ones. 
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even among those who have minds of their 
own. You and I differ upon more than one 
point of importance, public as well as private ; 
but on the subject of poetry, with some little 
exception perhaps as to your old friend Ben 
Jonson, we are generally agreed j and no twc 
persons can be more firmly persuaded, thai 
there is but one thing happier than friend- 
ship, and nothing better than principle. 

Yours most sincerely, 

LEIGH HUNT. 

Januaiy lOth^ 1814. 
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PREFACE 



TO 



THE SECOND EDITION. 



Like most of the poetical inventions of modern times^ 
the idea of Apollo's holding sessions and elections is of 
Italian origin ; but having been hitherto treated in its 
most ordinary light, with the degradation of the God 
into a mere critic or chairman, it has hitherto received 
none of those touches of painting, and combinations of 
the familiar and fanciful, of which it appears so provoca- 
tive, and which the present trifle is an attempt to sup- 
ply. The pieces it has already produced in our lan« 

• 

guage, are the ' Sessions of the Poets' by Sir John 
Suckling, another ' Session' by an anoifymous author in 
the first volume of ' State Poems,' the * Trial for the 
Bays ' by Lord Rochester, and the ^ Election of a 
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Poet Laureat' by Sheffield, Duke of Buckingham!/ 
They are for the most part vulgar and poor ; though 
Suckling and Rochester, it is evident, could have done 
much better had they pleased. But there is a strange 
affectation of slovenliness about the lower species of 
satire in those times, which appears to have been mis- 
taken for a vigorous negligence or gallant undress. 

The attempt above-mentioned has met with the ap- 
probation of the public; and the little poem, which is 
now brought to a second edition, would have made its 
reappearance earlier, but for a series of occupations ancl 
indispositions, which are at once the best and most un- 
explainable of excuses. The text has again been in- 
creased; and three poets added to the dhiing'^table, 
whom the author could give no sufficient reason for not 
having seated before. One of them indeed he had 
already declared in the notes, to be, in his opinion, the 
first poet! of the day ; another, in the same place, he had 
mentioned as of kindred genius; and the third he had 
only omitted in the text, because it was originally writ- 
ten; without him. If these are very bad explanations, 
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tb^ iure:like many other bad things, very tme ones; 
and tb^ Author can only bope, that the additions ma^ 
bA fouqd entertaining enough to do away any veiy r^d 
inquiries as to their previous non-appearance. ; 

As to the prmcipal poet alluded to, the Author does 
not scruple to confess, that his admiration of him has 
become greater and greater between every publication 
of ' The Feast of the Poets.' He has become a con- 
vert, not indeed to what he still considers as his faults, 
but, to use a fovourite phrase of these times, to the 
" immense majority" of his beauties ;— -and here, it 
seems to him, lies the great mistake, which certain in- 
tell^ent critics persist in sharing with others of a very 
different description. It is to be observed, by tl^ way, 
t^t the defects of Mr. Wordsworth are the result of 
%pry, not incapacity; and it is with their particular 
effi^t on those most calculated to understand him thai 
we quarrel, rather than with any thing else^ But taking 
him as a mere author to be criticised, the writers io 
question seem to regard him as a stringer of puerilities, 
who has so many faults that you can only wonder now 
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and then at his beauties; whereas the proper idea of 
him is that of a noble poet^ who has so many beauties 
that you are only apt now and then, perhaps with no 
very great wisdom^ to grow impatient at his faults. 

July lltb, 181^. 
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1 OTHER day, as Apollo sat pitching his darts 

Through the clouds of November^ by fits and by starts, 

He began to consider how long it had been, 

Since the bards of X)ld England had all been rung in. 

* I think,^ said the God, recollecting, (and then 

He fell twiddling a sunbeam as I may my pen,) 

' I think — ^let me see — ^yes, it is, I declare. 

As long ago now as that Buckingham there : ^ 

And yet I can't see why I 've been so remiss. 

Unless it may be — and it certainly is. 

That since Dryden's fine Terses, and Milton's sublime, 

I have fairly been sick of their singHSong and rhyme. 
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There was Collins, 'tis true, had a good deal to say ; 
But the rogue had no industry, — neither had Gray : 
And Thomson, though best m his indolent fits, 
Either slept himself weary, or bloated his wits. ^ 
But ever since Pope spoil'd the ears of the town 
With his cuckoo-soBg verses, half np and half down. 
There has been such a doling and sameness,—- by Jove, 
I'd as soon have gone down to see Kemble in love.^ 
However, of late as they've rous'd them anew, 
I'll e'en go and give them a lesson or two, 
And as nothii^*s done there iio«r-«f<days without eating. 
See what kind of set I can muster worth treatiag.' 
So saying, the God bade his honea walk ibr'ard. 
And leaving them, took a kmg dive to the nor'ard: 
For Gordon's he made ; aad m» Gods who drqp i» do, ■ 
Came smack on hislegathroij^ the €lrawiBg«rooai winiom. 

And here I conld tell^ if it was'i^t 6» stopping. 
How all the town shodc as tibe godkead went pop m^ 
How bright lodc'd the poets, and hrkk Uew tiie airs. 
And the laurels took flow'r in the gardens and squaFes;— 
But fancies like these, ^oogh I've stores to supply me, 
Pd better keep b«ck for a poem I've by me, 
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And merely observe that the giris looked divine. 

And the old folks in«^loors exclaimed * Bless us how flnel' 

Apollo, arriVd, had no sooner embodied 
His essence ethereali than quenohing his godhead, 
He changM his appeflimnoe^^U>-«'^hat shaU I say > 
To a young gallant soldier retnming in May i 
No — that'aa resenoMance too vapid and low:--- 
Let's see^*-to a fhush'd ymu^ traveller ?-^No : 
To a graceful yoimg lord just stept out of his carriage I 
Or handsome young p<^, the day of his marriage ? 
No, — ^nobody^s likeness will help me, I see. 
To aflbrd you a ootion of what he ooruld be. 
Not though I collected one pattern victorious 
Of all that was good, and accoraplish'dy and glorious, 
From deeds in the dayli^it, or books cm the shelf. 
And called up the shape of yoong Alfred himself* ^ 

Imagine, however, if shape theve must be, 
A figure sublimed dbove nKN*tal degree^ 
His limbs the perfection of elegant strength,'^ 
A fine flowing roundness inclining to length,--^ 
A back dropping in,i^-«n expansion of chest, 
(For the God, you'U observe, like his statues was drest) 
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HU tliro&t like a pillar for SQU>ot)me$s and grace. 
His curia in a cluatery-^-and then such a £Eice, 
As mark'd him at once the true ofispring of Jove, 
The brow all of wisdom, and lips all of loye; 
For though he was blooming, and oval of ch^ek, ; . • 
And youth down his shoulders went smoothing ai^d slf^k. 
Yet his look with the reach of past ages waa wise. 
And the soul of eternity thought through his ey^s. 

I would'nt say more, lest my climax should lose ;— . 
Yet now I have mentioned those lamps of the Muse» . 
I can't but observe what a splendour they shed. 
When a thought more than common came into his head ^ 
Then they leap'd in their frankness, deliciously bright. 
And shot round about them an arrowy light ; 
And if, as he lAook back his hair in its cluster, 
A curl fell athwart them and darken'd their lustre, ^ 
A sprinkle of gold through the duskiness came. 
Like the sun through a tree, when he's setting in flange. ■. 

The God, then, no sooner had taken a chair, , ., 

And rung for the landlord to order the fare. 
Than he heard a strange noise and a knock from without 
And scraping and bowing, came in such a rout ! 
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There was Arnold, and Reynolds, and Dibdin, and Cherry^ 

All grinning as who should say, ^ Shan't we be merry V 

And Hook, who had come with an absolute tear up. 

And sweet Billy Dimond, a patting his hair up. 

The God, for an instant, sat fix'd as a stone^ 

Till recov'rmg, he said in a good-natnr'd tone, 

« Oh, the waiters, I see ; — ah, it's all very well, — 

Only one of you'll do just to answer the bell,' 

But lord I to see all the great dramatists' faces ! 

They look'd at each other, and made such grimaces! 

Then turning about, left the room in vexation. 

And Hook, they say, could'nt help mutt'ring * Damnation^' 

'Twas lucky for Colman he was'nt there too. 

For his pranks would have certainly met with their due^ 

And Sheridan's also, that finished old tricker ;— 

But one was in prison, and both were in liquor. ^ 

The God fell a laughing to see his mistake. 
But stopp'd with a sigh for poor Comedy's sake ; 
Then gave mine host orders, who bow'd to the fioor, 
And presented three cards that were brought to the door: 
Apollo just gave them a ^ance with his eye, 
* Spencer — Rogers— Montgomery,'— '^md putting them by, 
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Begg'd the landlord to give his respects to all tfiree. 
And say he'd be happy to see them to tea. ^ 

* Your Majesty, then,* said the Gaius, * don't know 
That a person nam'd Crabbe has been waiting below f 
He has taken his chair in the kitdien, they say.' 
* Indeed !' said Apollo, * Oh pray let him stay : 
He'll be much better pleased to be with 'em down stairs. 
And will find ye all out with your cookings and cares :-^ 
But mind that you treat him as well as you're able. 
And let him have part of what goes from the table*' 7 

A soft, smiling voice then arose on the ear, 
As if some one from court was about to appear :--' 
< Oh, this is the room, my good friend ? Ah, I see it is ;*— 
Boom, sure enough, for the best^bred of deities!' 
Then came a whisper,-**and then was a hush, — 
And then, with a sort of a look of a blush. 
Came in Mr. Hayley, all polish'd confusion, 
And said, * Will Apollo excuse this intrusion ? 
I mighthavekept back,"^but I thought 'twould look odd,-«> 
And friendship, you know, — pray how is my dear God?* 
A smile, followed up by a shake of the head, 
Cross'd the fine lip of Phcebus, who viewM himi and said, — 
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' I'll give yonk a teB90ti9 Sir, quite yoar own Beekingy 
And one that you rery much want—on plain speaking. 
Pray have you to iearn^*— and at this time of day. 
That your viewB on. regard have been all the wrong way i 
One ten thpissandth part of the words and the time 
That you've wasted on ptaiaes instead of your rhyme, 
Might have gained you a title to this kind of freedom ; 
But vofauues of endings, lugg'd in as you need 'em. 
Of hearts and impartSf where's the soul that can read 

'em?' 8 

So saying, his eye so alarmiiigly shone. 
That ere it could wink, the pooi^ devil wad gone. 

A hem was then heard, consequential and snapping. 
And a sour li^e gentletaian walk'd with a rap in. 
He bow'd, look'd about hira, seem'd cold, and sat down, 
And said, < I'm surprised that you'll visit this town :-^ 
To be sure, there are one or two of us who know you, 
But as for the rest, they are all much below you. 
So stupid, in gen'ral, the natives are grown. 
They really prefer Scotch reviews to their own ; 
So that what with their taste, their reformers, and stuff, 
Tbey have sicken'd myscdf and my friends long enough.' 
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< Yourself and your fnaids !^ cried the God m higb glee; 

< And praj, my -frank visitor, who may you be ?' 

< Who be V cried the other; * why really— this ton»-« 
William GifFord's a namey I think, pretty well known P 

< Oh — ^now I remember/ said Phoebus ^—^ ah ^m^--- ^ 
My thanks to that name are undoubtedly due : 

The rod, that got rid of the Cruscas and Lauras^-^-' 

That plague of the butterflies, — sav'd me the horrors ; 

The Juvenal too stops a gap in one's shelf, ■ ^^^ 

At least in what Dryden has not done himself; 

And there's something, which even distaste must reqpect^ 

In the self-taught example, that conquered neglect. 

But not to insist on the recommendations 

Of modesty, wit, and a small, stock of patience, 

My visit just now is to poets alone, 

Apd not to small critics, however well known.* 

So saying he rang, to leave nothing in doubt. 

And the sour little gentleman Uess'd himself out* ^ i 

Next came Walter Sqott with a fine weighty fiioe. 
For as soon as his visage was seen in the place. 
The diners and barmaids all crowded to know him. 
And thank him with anules for th^ s#eet pretty poem I 
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Ibmey&f he setf ccly had got Uirough Ae dooc. 

When he lof^'dadoratioDy^^axfd bow'd to the floor, 

For-kk host was a God, — ^whal^iH^ry great thing ! 

And whal was stiU greater in his eyes, — a King ! ^^ 

ApolW CTdl'd shrewdly, and bade him sit down 

With * Well, Mr; Scott, you have manag'd the town ; 

Now pn^, copy less,— -have a little temerity, — 

— >^Try if yon canH also manage posterity. 

— > — All you add now only lessens your credit ; 

And how could you think too of taking to edite ? 

A gNSst deal's endur'd, where there's measure and rhyme; 

But prose such as your's is a pure waste of time, — 

A singer of ballads unstrung by a cough. 

Who fairly talks on, till his hearers walk off. 

Be original, man ; study more, scribble less ; 

Nor mistake present favour for lasting success; 

And remember, if laurels are what 3rou would find, 

The crown of all triumph is freedom of mind, ii 

* And here,' cried Ap<^lo, * is one at the door. 
Who shall prove what I say, or my art is no more. 
Ah, Campbell^ you're welcome:-*well, how have you been. 
Since Ae last time I saw you on Sydenham-green i 
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I need not ask after the pkng yoiji've in view ; 
'Twould be odd, I believe, if I had'nt them too : 
But there's one thing I've always forgotten to mentiony^ 
Your versification, — ^pray give it invention. 
A fancy like yours, that can play its own part, 
And clip with fine fingers the chords of the heart. 
Should draw from itself the whole charm of its fipng. 
Nor put up with notes, that to others belong.' ^^ 

The poet to this was about t<| r«ply, 
When Moore, coming in, caught the Deity*« eye. 
Who gave him his hand, and said, < Show me a sight 
That can give a divinity sounder delight. 
Or that earth should more prize from its core to the poles 
Than the self-improv'd morals of elegant souls. 
Repentant I speak it,— though when I was wUd, 
My friends should remember the world was a child,— 
That customs were different, and young people's eyea 
Had no better examples than those in the skies. 
But soon as I learnt how to value these doings, 
I never much valued your billings and cooings; 
They only make idle the best of my race i 
And since my poor Daphne tom'd tree in my face. 
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There are very few poets, whoae cape or whose curk 
Have obtained such a laurel by hunting the girls. 
So it gives me, dear Tom, a delight beyond measure^ 
To find how you've mended your notions of pleasure ; 
For never was poet, whose fanciful hours 
Could bosk in a richer abstraction of bowers. 
With bounds and with spirits, of charm to detain 
The wonder-eyed Soul in their magic domain ; 
And never should poet^ so gifted and rare. 
Pollute the bright Eden Jove gives to his care. 
But love the faur Virtue, for whom it is given, 
iAnd keep the spot pure for the visits of heaven.* i3 

He spoke with a warmth, but his accent was bland, 
And the poet bow^d down with a blush to his hand. 
When Byroil relieved him by taking his place, 
Whidi he did with so kind yet unconscious a face. 
So ardent a frankness, yet modest an ease. 
As much as to say " Now for me, if yoii please,''*** 
That Apollo took his hand, and earnestly said, 
* Pray how came misanthropy into i/our head ? 
I suspect (it is true), that in all which you tell us 
Of robbers, and rakes, and such terrible ftUows, 
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There's something mere scorn could have never dSvis^d^ ' 
And a sorrow-wise charity roughly disguis'd ; ' '' 

But you must not be always indulging this tone ; '< 
You owe some relief to our hearts and your own ; 
For poets, earth's heav'n-linking spirits, were born. 
What they can, to amend, — what they can't, to adorn ; 
And you hide the best proof of your office and right. 
If you make not as I do a contrast with night, 
And help to shed round you a gladness and light. 
So remember ; and as to the style of your song. 
And to strait-forward speaking, 'twill come before long : 
But the fact is, that what with your courts and your 

purses, 
I 've never done well with you lords who write verses : 
I speak not of people like Sheffield or Lansdowne, 
Whom some silly Body of Poetry hands down, — 
But Rochester raked himself into his grave ; 
A poor sceptred scoundrel slew Surrey the brave ; ' 
And Sackville stopped short of his better ambition, 
And lost a great name in the shrexvd politician. 
I wouldn't divorce, mind, the muse flrom the stale ; 
Great poets have been politicians as great; *' 



THE POETS. 13 

Let both be combined as becomes a true Britoiii 
And laurels add weight to the bench that you sit on ; 
I love a free spirit ; its fiEmcy b free ; 
But so much the more you and I must agree.' ^^ 

He smiled ; and his Lordship shook hands as before^ 
And was tiiming about to say something, to Mpore, 
^yhen all oii a sudden, there rose on the stairs 
A noise as of persons with singular airs ; 
Vou'd h«ve thought 'twas the Bishops or Judges a 

coming. 
Or whole court of Aldermen hawing and humming. 
Or Abbpt, at least, with his ushers before^ 
But 'twas only Bob Southey and two or three more. ^^ 

Bob walk'd at the head with a tatter'd bay crown. 
And look'd such a compound of courtier and clown. 
Such a thing of pure nature that shtmU have been true. 
With such on assumption of tenfold his due. 
That a jerk took the eye-brows of every one there 
With a pleasant suspense 'twixt a smile and a stare ; 
When lo, as poor Bob was^ collecting his wit. 
The thing on his head, as if seiz'd with* a fit, 
Began crackling, and s{£tting, and writhing about. 
And so in m flash and a vappur went out. 
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iwaive all attempt to describe how he coloured, 
l^lnc'dy caper'dy and twirrd, and cried * What^ thisf' 
i and* Oh Lord!' 

l^ith all his dilemmas, made wcrse by their diuddes, 
''T^xt easing his temf^, and bnmiDg his knnekles : 
The ci^de, half-dying, scarce kn0vir trhat to do, 
With all their goodi bree Asg, and handkerchieTs too, 
And Apollo, who laughed till the tears in bis qres 
Had qneiich'd the dread i^rkle thi^ casued the surprise, 
Said, * Nay, don't be frightened ; — ^there, h^ him a seat ; 
* His head's in no danger from thai silrt of heat.' 

Then breathing his laugh off, the God ritis'd his ^hesif, 
And look'd widi a paitt'd sort of pride at the rest; 
For Coleridge had yex'd him long smce, I suppose. 
By his idlmgy and gabblii^, and muddling in prose ; i^ ') 
AifA Wordsworth, one dasjf made Ms very hairs bristle^ f 
By going and dbanging his harp for a whtttle.i? f 

The bards^ for a moment, stood making a pause, '^ 

And look'd raHher awkward, and lax romid the jaws, *f 
When one began spouting the eream of orations ^f 
In praise of bombarding one's friends and relations ; ^ 
And t'other some lines he had made en a stcaw, I 
Showing how he iMid fimnd iti and whait it was for. 
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And how, when 'twas bnUac'd, it stood like a spell !•* 
And hoWy wbe0 'twas balanced no longer^ it fdl !-— 
A wild thing of scorn he described it to be. 
But he said it was patient to beaten's decree :— * 
Then he gaa'd upcm QOtlui>g» and looking forlorn^ 
Dropt a natural tear for ih(H mU thing qf scam I ^^ 
Apollo* h^iS laughed betwiKt anger and mnrthf 
And cried, * Was there ever such trifling on earth ? 
What ! thoik ye a bird's a mere gQSS%>9 who tells 
Of the ev*rj*day fediogs of e^^ ooe else. 
And that poetry lies, not in sometfedng select. 
But in gathering Uie refuse that others reject ? 
Must a ballad doled onls by aspectacted mirse 
About Two-Shoes or Thumbs be your mod^ of verse ; 
And y«ur wettings,, instead of sound fancy and style. 
Look more like the morbid abstractions of bile ? 
There is one of you bete, whcv instead of these fits. 
And beooaaing a jobe to halfrthigkets and wits. 
Should have beou|^ back om fine M pre*eminent way, 
And been the first man^it my table to day : 
But lesokr'd as I aat to maintain the partitions 
'Twixt wit and mere wfldncss, he knows the conditi^is ; 
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And if he retains^biit a q[>arkt>f my fire. 

Will show it this^ Inallait^-^uid bliuiiy — wa^r^eJ 

He spoke; and poor Wotdsworl^yhiiB oheeker ill a gknr, ^ 

(For he felt the God in hitn) made symptome to go, 

When ApdllOy in pity, to screen hhn fVom sight, ' ^ 

Threw round him a cloud that was purple and ti^lle, ' "^ 

The same that of old us^d to wrap his own shouldieirt, '^ 

When coming ftom heaven, heM i^re thebdioldeni ' ' 

'Twas culled from the esast, at die dawning of day, ^ ' 

In a bright shoMr'ry aoascm 'twixt April and May. ' 

Yet the bard was no sooner obeying hia khig. 

And gliding away l&B-a shadow of spring, ' 

Than the latter, whtf fi^Mwelf to«Kh^ moreasid'niiDt^ 

Towards 41 wiiter whose fiiuUi wa?e aa one to #ve score, 

And, who ffirand tbat^^ he. shouldn't well know what to 

say, 
Ifhe sent, ater. all, his best poet away, '' 

Said, * CopiarQ^ dear WiU,— ^-imperfections apart,-**-^ ^: ^ 
Let us have a trtte teste of our exquisite art ; 
You know very well you Ve the key to my heart/ 

At this the glad doud» with a soft heaving motion, 
Stopp'd short, like a sail in a nook of the ocean ; 



And out of its bosom diere trembled and came 

A voice, that ^ew upwards, and gathered like flame r 

Of n<Uure it tcidf and of simple delights 

On days, of green sunshine, and eye*lifling nights ; 

Of 8ummer*sweet ides and their noon-shaded bowers. 

Of mountains^ and valleys, trees, waters, and flowers, 

Of he^BMPta, young and hi4ppy> and all that they show 

For the home that we came from and whither we go ; 

Of wisdom in age by this finding renewM, 

Of hopes thai stand smiling o'er passions subdu'd. 

Of the springs of sweet waters in evil that lie ;— 

Of all, which, in short, meets the soul's better eye 

When we^o to meek nature our hearts to restore. 

And bring down the Gods to walk with us once more^ 

You may;think what effect was produced by diis strain :. 
Apollo put on all his graces again, 
With face just inclining, and smiles that agreed ; 
And Seott look'd as who shoidd say * Lofty indeed !' 
And Campbell, as if 'twould be stupid to doubt it ; 
And Bob, as if he, forsooth, knew all about it ; 
And Byron, as though he were wrapt in his place ; 
And MoorOr as if pleasure had burst on his face ; 
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: And all cried at last, with a passion sublime^ 

* This, this is the Prince of the Bards of his Time !' ^ 

So the cloud rolPd apart, and the poet came forth^ 
And took his proud seat as was due to his worth ; 
And Apollo, who felt all his spirits restored. 
And would'nt, for trifles, make gaps at his board. 
Twitched Coleridge's ear, who stood yawnii^ aslsew^ 
And said, * There, you laa^ dog, sit you down toou' 

* And now,' said the God,-4mt he scarcely had spoken. 
When bang went the door-— you'd have thought it was 

brdcen ; 
And in rush'd a mob with a scuffle and squeeze. 
Exclaiming, * What ! Wordsworth, andfeUows like these ! 

* Nay then, we may all take our seats as we please !' ^ ,^, 
I can't, if I would, t^ you who they all were ; ;| 
The names have escap'd me ; but Wharton was ther«,. i| 
Besides a whde host of pretenders and slaves, jj 
And parsons tum'd bullies, and brief-bagging knaves. ,^j 
The God smiled at first with a turn towards the fire, .f 
And whisper 'd * There, tell 'em they'd better retire.;' i^ 
But lord ! this was only to set all their quills up ; ^ 
The rogues did but bustle; and pulling their frills up,,| 
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Stood fixing their fkces, sad seirr'd not an incli ; 
Nay, some took their snuiF out, and joined in a pinch. 

Then wrath seiz'd Apollo ; and turning again, 
* Ye ral>bk,' he ctied, * eommon-nmided and vain, 
Whate'er be the fanht which true bards may commit, 
(And most of ^em lie in y«Mir own want of wit,) 
Ye shall try, wretched creatures, how well ye can bear 
What sd^ onfy wHnesf, unsniote witli despair.* 

He said ; and the place all seemM swelling with light, 
While his locks and his visage grew awfully br%ht ; 
And douds, burning inward, rolPd round on each side. 
To endrde his state, as he stood in his pride ; 
Till at last the fidl Deity pot on his rays. 
And burst on the sight in the pomp of his blaze ! 
Then a ^ory beamed round, as of fiery rods. 
With the sound of deep organs and chorister gods ; 
And the J&ces «f bards, glowing fiesh from their skies. 
Came thronging about with int^atness of eyes,*- 
And the Nine were all heard, as the haniMny swelFd,— - 
And the s^eres, pealing in, the long rapture upheld, 
And all things, above, and beneath, and around, 
Seem'd a worl4 of bright vision, set floating in sound. 
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That siglit and that music might not be sus^ia'd 
But by those who a hold on true feeling had gain'd; , 
And even the bards who had gracioasness founds 
After gazing awhile, bow'd them down to the ground* 
What then could remam for that fedi>le-eyed crew i , 
Through the door in an instant they rushed and Ijbrgr 
flew, / ._ ,,^ 

They rush'd, and they dash'd, and they $craoabl(^y. and 

stumbled. 
And down the hall staircase distractedly tussled, .^ 
And never xmce thought which was head or wa» feet^ ^ 
And slid through the hall, and fell plump in the street*. 
So great was the panic that smote them to flighty . 
That of all who had come to be feasted that night, a 
Not one ventur'd back, or would stay near the place; n 
Even Croker declin'd, notwithstanding his faee^ ' 'V 
And old Peter Pindar turned pale, and su^^ess'd^ 
With a death-bed sensation, a blasphemous jest, ^y 

But Kioebus no sooner had gained his good ends. 
Than he put off his terrors, and rais'd up his friendsy 
Who stood for a moment, entranc'd to behold 
The glories subside and the dim-rolling gold. 
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And listehM to soKmdiSy thtfit wiA ecstasy b^irniDg 

Seem'd djitkg fiir tt]^ard, Hke heaven returning. 

Then * Come/ cried the God in his elegant mirth, 

* Let us make us a heaven of our own upon earth, 

And wake with llie lips, that we dip in our bowls, 

T^t diVinest of music,— congenial souls.' 

So saying, he led through the door in his state^ 

'And seiilllig the poets, cried * Laurels for eight I* 

No sooner demanded, than lo! they were there, 

And eafili of the barda had a wreaih in his hain 

Lord B3rr0n'& wkh turk's-cap and cypress was mixM, 

And Seot^j wit^ a thistle, with creeper betwixt ; 

And Wordsworth's with celandin, aloe, and pine ; 

And, Bob, penny-royal and blow-ball with thiiie ; 

Then Sam's with maiidragoras, fearful to wear; 

With willow Tom Campbell's, and oak here and there ; 

And lastly, with shamrock from tear-bedew'd shores. 

And with vine-leaves and Jump-up-and-kiss-me, Tom 

Moore's. «* 
Then Apollo put his on, that sparkled with beams. 
And rich rose the feast as an epicure's dreams^ — 
Not epicure civic, or grossly indin'd. 
But such as a poet might dream ete be 4&xik^\ 
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For the God haJi no sooner detetrnki'd th^ fare. 
That it tum*d to whaterer was raej and rare : 
The fish and the flesh, for example, were done. 
On account of their flneness, in flame from the sun ; 
The wines were all nectar of difierent smack^ 
To which Muskat was nothing, nor Virginis Lao, 
No, nor Lacfaryma Christi, though clearly diTine, 
Nor Montepulciano, Uiough King of idl Wine. ^ 
Then as for the fruits, y<m might garden for ages. 
Before you could raise me such apples and gages ; 
And all on the table no sooner were spread. 
Than their cheeks next the God hlui^'d a beautiful 
Twas magic, in short, and deliciousness all ^-r- 
The very men-servants grew handsome and taU^ 
To velvet-hung ivory the furniture turned. 
The service with opal and adamant bum'd, 
Each cMuUestick chang'd to a j^lar of gold. 
While a bundle of beams took the place of the mould. 
The decanters and glasses pure diamond became, 
And the corkscrew ran solidly round into flame :*^ 
In a word, so completely forestall'd were the wishes, 
E'en harmony struck from the noise of the didbes. 
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It can't besiqppi^'d I 9hQuld think of repeating 
The fancies thut flowed at thia laureat meeting ; 
I haven't the braiiia) and besides, was not there ; 
But the wit may be easily guessed, by the cha\r; ' 
Suffice it to say, it was keen as could be. 
Though it soften'd to prettiness rather at tea. 

I must men^n, however, that during the wine, 
The mem'ry of iShaki^are waa toasted with nine ; 
When lo, as each poet was lifting his cup, 
A strain of ittrtsible mu»c stru^ ^ •--' 
'Twas a mixture of aU the most exquisite soands . 
To be heard upon esarthly or fancifol grounds, 
When pomps or when passions their coming declare, 
Or there's somediiag at work in the inponshiny air; 
For the trumpet sprang ^«t, with a fierce-flowing blast. 
And the hautbo]^ lamentingly mingled, and pass'd. 
Till a smile-drawing sweetness stole in at the close 
Willi the brea^ng of flutes and the smoothing of bows^ 
And Arid was heard, aii^^giag thinly and soft. 
Then with tridoiy tenuity vanisb'd aloft. 
The next name waa Chaucer^— and part of the strain 
For ihe gloriaua old boy was play'd ov^r again. 
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Then * MUtoai' tliey cried^ wilh a soleimief ieSmiH^ 

When bursting at once in its mighlineM cat) 

The organ came gath*ring and rolling its thunder ; 

Yet wanted not intervaJsi calmer of wcmder. 

Nor stops of low sweetness, like wiqds when they fiil^ 

Nor voices Elysian, that came with a calL ^ > ' ! 

Last foUow'd my Spenser, (I wiflb IMbeen th«rdi)« ^ r. 

And the light»neighing trumpet lei^'d freAly oaaii^ : :' 

With prdttdes of flutes as to open a scene. 

And pipes with coy soatdies that ^Arted between^ 

Till sudden it stc^p'd^— and you heard a dim strain^ ^ 

Like the shell of <dd Triton iar over the main. 

'Twould be tedious to count all the names as theyi^dse, 
But none were omitted, you'll easily suppose. 
Whom Fancy has qrpwn'd wilb <me twig (^ the foay^ w'^ 
From old Gawin Doi^las to Shenstone and Gray. 
I must'nt forget though, tlmt Bob, like a gander, 
Would give ** a great genius,"—- one Mr. Landor;94 i ; A 
And Walter look'd up too, and begg'd to propose 
A particular frl^d i^ his,— -one Mr, Rose : «* ! W 

But die God look'd at Southey, andahrugginghisdioiild^r, 
Cried, * When, my good frieiid, will you try to grow older if 
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Then nodftng ta Scott» he said,^ Pray be ais portly 
And rich as y<m please, but a little less courtty.' 
So, changing the subject, he call'd upon Moore, 
Who sung such a song, that they shouted < Encdre !' ' 
And the God^as so pleas'd with his taste and his tone, 
He obey'd the next call, and gave one of his own, — 
At which yout'df have thought,-*( 'twas so witching a warble,) 
The guests had all tumM into listening marble; 
The wreaths onl^eir temples grew brighter of bloom, 
As the breath of the Deity circled the room ; 
And the wine in the glasses went rippling in rounds. 
As if followed and fann'd by the soft-winged soundsw 

Thus chattmg and singing they sat till eleven. 
When Phoebus shook hands, and departed for heaven ; 
* For poets,' he said, * who would cherish their powers. 
And hop'd to be deathless, must keep to good hours/ ^ 
So off he betook him the way tiiat he came. 
And shotup the north, like an arrow of flame ; 
For the Bear was his inn ; and the comet, they say. 
Was his tandem in waiting to fetch him away. 

The others then parted, all hf^Uy delisted ; 
And so shall I be, wl^n you find me invited. 
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* / think — let me see — yes^ it m, / declare^ 
As long ago nofw as thai Buckingham there, 

Sheffield, Duke of Buckinghamshire, one of the licen- 
tious dahhlers in wit, who were educated in the court of 
Charles the Second. It would have appeared a great 
piece of insolence to this flimsy personage, who in a post- 
humous edition of his works is recommended to the care 
«f ** Time, Truth, and Posterity,*' to be told, that at the 
distance of a hundred yeare^ it would be necessary to say 
who he was. His Grace, it is true, by favour of loDg 
standing, and of the carelessness or ignorance of compilersy 
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Still keeps his place in tliose strange medleys of good £U&(I 
bad, called Collections of English Poets; but verf^ferk 
persons know any thing of him ; and they who do, Will 
hardly object to the tone of contempt with which ApoUo 
speaks of a grave coxcomb, who affected to care nothing 
for the honours of either literature or the wofld, When he 
was evidently ambitious of both. In his Efectioti df^a 
Poet Laureat, where Pope, Prior, and others, ate aniohg 

the candidates, he thus modestly introduces himiseTf i-^ ^ 

' ■ <■/ 

When Buckingham came, he scarce carM to be seen, ^ 

Till Phoebus desir*d his old friend to walk in ; 
But a Uureat peer had never been known, 
The commoners claim*d that place as their own. 

Yet if the kind God had been ne*er so inclin*d 
To break an old rule, yet he weU knew his mind, 
Who qf such preferment would only make sport. 
And laugfa'd at all suitors for places at court. 

I may here, by the way, take notice of a strange piece of 
carelessness, which has escaped Mr. Walter Scott in his edi- 
tion of Dryden, and which, unless he had made eighteen 
Volumes of it, might be construed into an ignorance of 
his author ; — ^at least, it does not exhibit to advantage his 
familiarity with the poets either of that age or the sue- 
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c^4ing OQe. As an additional argument to prove, that 
Pj(y4en had no hand in Buckingham's vulgar Essay on 
S^tire^ he asks in a note on that passage 

To tdl men fredy of their foulest faults. 

To laugh at thdr vain deeds and vainer thoughts, 

•f W^oi^d Dryden have pardoned such a rhjrme ?*' It 
wQuld appear so, for he used it repeatedly himself. Not 
tct PAiiltiply instances, see the 2d part of the Congest of 
Gren^, Act2. Sc.1. — ActS. Sc.L— and Act5« Sc.2|^-^ 
three times in one play. It was also used after him by^ 
Pope, Swift, and others, who idOfected to be conscien* 
tious rhymers ; and in £Eict, there was nothing in it to 
startle them; for it appears by Johnson's Dictionary, 
that as late as fifty years back, the / in j^tift was not only 
dropt or retained at pleasure, but that *^ in conversation 
it was generally suppressed." It is curious, that one of 
.thjB authorities, in which this pronunciation is exempli- 
Jed^i should be another passage from Dijrden. 
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cited to expect something better ; and perhaps there Qever 
was a more favourable time than the present, for an at- 
tempt to bring back the real harmonies of the English i 
heroic, and to restore to it half the true principle of its »j 
music, — ^variety. 

I am not here joining the cry of those, who affect to 
consider Pope as no poet at all. He is, I confess, in my 
judgment, at a good distance from Dryden, and at an im* 
measurable one from such men as Spenser and Miltoii; 
but if the author of the Rape of the Lock, of Eloisa to: 
Abelard, and of the Elegy on an Unfortunate Lady, m 
no poet, then are fancy and feeling no properties belon|^ 
ing to poetry. I am only considering his versification ; 
and upon that point I do not hesitate to say, that I re«* 
gard him, not only as no master of his art, but as a very 
indifferent practiser, and one whose reputation wDl grow: 
less and less, in proportion as the lovers of poetry becoij^e^ , 
intimate with his great predecessors, and with the prio- . 
ciples of musical beauty in general, Johnson, it is trucjr 
objects to those who judge of Pope's versification IVbjr 
principles rather than perception,'' treating the accusa*^-' 
tion against him as a cant, and suspecting that the ac- 
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cms^rs themselves ** would have less pleasure in bis worksi^ 

ifii^ had tried to relieve attention by studied discords, and 

ii^ected to break his lines and vary his pauses.'' It fa 

aingerous to hazard conclusions With regard to Uie opi- 

lowi of others, upon matters of which our own senses 

&ve but iinperfectly informed us. Johnson, by his own 

Mifession^ had no ear ; and on this subject, as well as 

aW ones, might be inclined to resent opinions, which 

tmeted with his self-love, or disturbed the preconceived 

Itions upon which he had rested himself. Without 

relHng therefore upon the praises which he has else- 

iiere bestowed upon these very varieties, and which we 

ay reasonably suspect him of having pronounced upon 

the strength of the rule which he treats so contemptu- 

ov^y,* h ought to be recollected, that the principles of 

"l^rt are notliing but the results of a general agreement, 

'^ich the finest perceptions have come respecting it; 

and that the taste, which could be content to do without 



^ See particularly the life of Dryden, where he praises that excellent 
verfifier for knowing how ** to vaiy his- ptuaes and acgust bis accents ;" and 
obeenres, that as ^ the essence of verse is regularity^" so ** its ornament 
is variety,** 
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Tartety in music or pAinting, wonkl be Ch<Htglit «erf imfur- 
hilled for criticifliii upon it» ^diet on the score of princtple 
or perception. 

The trutib is» that perception haft bad nothing to do 
with the matter. The public ear Wtt» lolled hito a wmt 
of thought on the subject; the words muric and hamumg 
came to be tossed about with an utter forgetftilnes9 of 
their meaning; and so contented and uninquisitive had 
every body become on this head, that eten those wlie lOiL 
down for the express purpose of calling Mr* Pope'a ad* 
mirers to a proper and smaller sense of his merits ks a poet, 
were nevertheless equally agreed^ that aa a veraifierhia' 
pre-eininence was not to be toftdiedr* It Wttg the same 

* SietheBnajof Joitfh WartoiiMiiiisGcmut andWritingg. The 
Doctor seems to have had the same notions of poetic harmony as his brother 
Thomas, who thought that Milton, *< Botwithstandi% his sifigolar skOi ia 
music,'' had « a i^ety Mt etr," andd'trboMrheattidaaliitiiiervficaltel 
naay bete give an amiiaing instance. In the third book of t^ie Faehe 
Qjueene^ Canto 1. St. 14., is the following passage :— - 

At length they came into a forest wyde, 

Whose hideous horror and sad trembHng sound 

Fun griesly seem'dz^nierein they long d!d lyde; 

Tet tract of living creature none they fbond, 

Save beaiei» lyons, and bull, whidi romed them around. , 
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indeed all eirer Europe. Yoltairef who sgreesibiy to the; 
gemus of tlie FtemAi stage discovered Addison to be mxt 
grearf^est dltufiatic writer^ could not fail sdso, ^eeaMy to 

This last verse, says Warton, '* would he improved in its fiamtony by 



S^ave lyons, beares, and buls, See. 
as would the follG\iring alsd, Book 5. Canto 2. St 30. 

i^]^ were to read 

Yet was admired much of women, fooles, and boys. 

But these corrections are made by the critic, upon a supposition that his 
atttfidi^ itaust have iAfallibly writteft ^hdt wai heiV* Tlie t&A^c Mil fecol- 
bel^ tiieitltese lines are i» die eduneef ft very loing poem; ]^t so^Uttle liad^r 
Warton*8 ear profited by his acquaintance with the Greek and Italian wri* 
ters aff weH as those of his own country, that he had obtained no perception 
<yf what is musicil Myond; tbat tit m&t snMKjthn^sft. l/p«n fhi^ not 6 Mr. 
Upton very justly obseryes, as far as the pause is eoacerned, that ** as 
nothing is to tiresome as verse in the same unvaried measure and cadence, 
Si» ilj^ lieil ^o«t8^ 88 li^iher aBd'Vt/|fil amtAig ^6 aneiehts, Spenser and 
MiHmi among the modems^ often vary, not only in the pause of the verses 
but Ukewise in the accent of the word. Hence our poet does not write 

Save lyons, beares, and buls. 
Save beares, lyons, and buls. 

The reader may observe several of like sort, where the accent is varied 
and cadience changed, lest the ear should be tired with one unvaried same- 
tm of tiMaitf^ Uke a fiJ^ tif bcflb Withoiit ftny changes." 
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the spirit of Frendi verse in general, to prsmmnce ibat 
Pope was the most harmonious of our poets :— r-^e Italians 
repeated the story, most likely from that want of ii^nna-* 
tioii, with which critics are too apt to be satisfied, when 
Ihey speak of the literature of other nations ; — and every 
where, in the writings of the last hundred years, we .meet 
withnothing but the music and harmony of Pope,— 4n versi- 
fiers, in critics, in philosophers, in historians, in small men 
and great, in the Mallets, the Hayleys, the Masons, the John- 
sons, the Wartons, Adam Smiths, and the Humes. The lat^ 
ter description of writers, and indeed most of those who do 
not particularly cultivate a taste for poetry, as wdl as per« 
sons of every kind who are engaged in the busier pursuits 
of society, will most likely, for a long time to come, adhere 
to their love of Pope's versification, from the veryprincii^ 
which it wants, — that of contrast ;— -they take up a past 
for relaxation after their toils, are naturally guided to Pope 
by the tone of society which is mingled with his mote 
poetical character, and finding their ear at its ease ia 
common with the rest of their faculties^ are content Witii 
the indolence it enjoys, and care not to enquire why it is 
satisfied. Besides, it is to be remembered, tbi^t the rb^ 
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to#ldii»i Ai Wfi& ag reasonens cf the last century have in 
-geratttd formed thehr taste upon that of the French^ 

if tlte attention, however, of more poetical readers, ia 
40Bce roused to this point, they will find our author not 
nicnvly deficient on the score of harmony, but to a d^ee 
iifiparently so obvious and at the same time so surprising, 
that they wiU be inclined to wonder how th^ could have 
endured so utter a want of variety, and will not be will- 
ing, in fiiture, to listen to a poet of any pretensipns, who 
rimll come before them without a new stop or two to his 
fyre.— -To come to particulars. — ^LfCt the reader take any 
dosEen or twenty lines from Tope at a hazard, or if he 
pteases, from his best and most elaborate passages, and 
he idll find that they have scarcely any other pauses than 
at the fourth or fifUi syllable, and both with little varia<^ 
tien of accent. Upon these the poet is eternally drop- 
fjbag Us voice, Hne after line, aome^es upon only one 
•fothem for eight or ten lines together ; so that when Vol- 
taireb:praised him for bringing down the harsh wranglings 
illi the English trumpet to the soft tones of the flute,* he 

* Dictionnaire Philosophique, Art Pope.— The reader i^ allow me to 
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should h^ve addedf that he niAdfi iipOMil of Mopping everjr 
instant upen oaa or two piq^icdAr iMit^St £01^ l«f mr 
staace, the first tfiraity liae^ of Windsor Forest, Ae two 
first paragraphs of Eioisa to A^xriar^y sod that gorgeous 
misf^fesentatian of the exquisite moonvlight picfore in 
Homer. The Uist may as well he quoted i^^ 

0*er Heav*n*s clear azure— spreads her sacred light, 
When not a breath— disturbs the deep serene^ 
4^ f^t fk /d)pu#.rrpVc^^ 0I^ §f)\smn ffoi? J 
Around her throne— the vivid planets roD, 
And stars unnumbered — ^gild the glowing pole ; 

6 V the dw& tre«r-sa ffSipvm ^Mir^m» lH^^ 
And tip witi; silver-r*ev*ry mountain's h^ad;-r- 
l^en shine the vales— the rocks in prospect rise^ 
A flopd of gk>ry«<4)i|Ftt8 hem all ths sides c 
TJi^ cop3<4P«*? swfiniB— rgpicing in thp sight, 
Eye the blue vault—and bless the useful light 

liu y iiiu ijvuu vjniij .naii ' i «,at;u' i nnm ■ nfH "~'«^FT m w i n umn 

the Poets. Tl^e un^bitious ballad-measure {n w]iich it is written, has not 
only had a particular time and tune annexed to it from time immemorial, 
ao as ^ W led off like a kind «f dues, but «i tlm ^PUplfftK iff fuJ^mwIfi 
up of four lines thrown into two, may be allowed to appeal to its own laws. 
This howsvMT is a trifle not wor|k the settling. I^e shifif OMiit «luGii is 
^qp^ctidia T«WM<f thii4qwrip<i»nig iiimmicdi 
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. ir«t $idA b Yiuietf to the oeki)v«ted piolixrci pf Bi?UB4ii 
■i the Bapd of the Lock &^ 

I 

Not with more glories— in th* ethereal plain 

The sun first rises — o'er the purjj^ed inain, 

Than issuing forth— the rival pf bis beams, 

XiSunchM on the bosom-^<^ the ^Iver lliames. 

Fair nymphs and weU-dress*d youths^— around her shon^ 

But eT*ry eye — was fix*d on her alone. 

Op h«r whit? breast**^ sparklhig eross she voi^ . 

Which Jews might kis»— and infidels adore. 

Her lively looks— a sprightly mind disdoM^ 

Quaek as her eyMnF««»d AS wiftK*d as tftoif : 

Favpurs tp none*— tQ all she smiles extends ; 

<M she rejects — but never once oflfends. 

Mght as tha ^ub««her eyes tht gaserf itiSSu, 

And like the sup— tbey shine on all alike. 

Yet graceful ease — and sweetness void of pride^ 

Might hide her AMik»— if baUes had fiuats to hUai 

If to hfr sbam^-H«Qme female erronrs faD> 

Look on her fiu»— and you'll forget them aD. 

This is a very brilliant description of a drawing-room 
heroine ; but what are the merits of its versification, which 
are not pofsosied by ev«ii Stemhold and Hopkins ? Out 
df eighteen lines, we have no less than thirteen in iucces" 
«io#i whloh pi^uso at the fourdi fyllafale,— *to say nothing 
of th« four MS oaA tho six o< whicii ikii togetfaor 19 the 
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thymes; nnd the ticceait in all » bo undriHttlly iwmiigfdy 
or rather «o evidently and toti^y ftigotten, that the e«r 
hM an additional monotony humming about it,— 

Qhick as her eyes, 
Fivours to none, 
'Oft she rejects, 
Bright as the sun. 

It does not follow that the critic who objects to thicf 
kind of sing-songy should be an advocate for other ex- 
tremes and for the 0^i:^fef varieties of which Johnson 
speaks. Let the varieties, like all the other beauties of 
a poet, be perfectly unaffected: but passion apd fancy 
naturally speak a various language ; it is monotony and 
uniformity alone that are out of nature. When Pope, in 
one of his happy couplets, ridiculed the old fashion of 
gardening, he forgot that on principles common to all the 
4urts, be was passmg a satire on himself and his versifica- 
tion; for who can deny, that in the walks of his Mucije . 

Grove nods at yoyc ' ■ ea ch dlqr bag its bretiher, .^ 
And half the platformp-just reflects the other? 

- ♦ 

As the present notes are written for the poem to which 
-they bekmg, not the poem for the noM^ it is bigii liiq» 



toiBiBlilhd (Hie befete me ; other^Hse I wasmudi taBBpl^ 
^^6 conclude it with sdme counter exaii^>le8 <^ real 
poetic hannoaj from the r&raea of Dryden, Spenser, aad 
Milton ; not that the style of any great writer is to be imi- 
tated at a venture, or to be studied with any direct view 
to imitation at all ; but because in the best effusions of 
those writers are to be found the happiest specimens of 
'English versification, and such as with due regard to 
every man's own mode of thinking and speaking, might 
lead the poets of the present age to that proper mixture 
of sweetness and strength, — of modem finish and ancient 
'Variety, — ^from which Pope and his rhyming facilities have 
so long withheld us« 



^ Not though I collected one pattern victorious 
Of all that toas good, and accomplish* d, and glorious f 
TFrom deeds in the daylight ^ and hooks on the shelf. 
And calPd up the shape of young Alfred himself 

>^:^ A note upon Alfred might be indulged me, on the 
^^teng^ of hi» having been reckoned the ** Prince of the 
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B$sum PociB ;'* but the xunne q( tbut %fviy gmt^ imm}$ 
not to be loentioned witbpui fluthuidtfim by my comHip^*^ 
tionid Englisbman^n^thftt 10 to lu^y, by aay Si^glishipw)^ 
who truckling to UQ bqH qS Ue^nthim^h either ^ 
prince or peopte, woiild set tho qifinU^ fi^om of 11. 
republic, adorned by the gr<u$e» $n^ quiisktned by di^ 
unity of ft mofuurebyt-^But to wham ipd#ed, tb»t ho^ a^i 
admiration for any gre^t or good quality, i« not Ao me- 
mory of Alfred a doftr one i-^a mao, bi9lQved in hm hom^t 
feared by hia enemiea, yeoerated by h\sfmn^y^^^i9Qmr 
plished in a day of barbaH«in,-'^tantic»patiug tbo wiadom 
of agesy^-riuelf-taught, and what ia »u>re, ^elf^cprre^ted 
a Prince too, who subdued the Ipve of pleasure; 
Monarch, who with power to enslave, delighted to make 
free, — a Conqueror, who could stop short of the love of 
conquest, aod $heath hia award the moment it had done 
enpugh,m^ Sage, in abort, who during the greatest part 
of a reign, in which be had practised every «rt of peate 
as well as way, of leiaurQ 9» well as aqtiWly,'r-lii whkh 
he had fought upwards of fifty pitched battles, had cleared 
his tsoimtry from ils idvadens, and had eatabliabed the 

CcMindifcim of itkm Uberti^, 1900 i^kh mi aie nt dw 
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gijiwtiitgjijoying our eyery-dagr eamfeitSy had to struggle 
wMi • flndAQflbfify and agonigmg disorder, which neither 
jour^d his teni^ nor interrupted his industry, if this 
is /» fihAraiPter to m9k» ismulfttidn dospair, it is a character 
also io loako desi^ itself patient, and to convert it into 
tpi »irine3>le i^rit. 

If; ja not g^^ii^m&y fcnovn to tho a^irers of Alfred, 
that there is a life of him extant, written in Latin hy one 
nf Jm molt familiar and int^ligent friends, Asser of Saint 
StoWd'Py whom be bad invited to court from a monastery. 
TbcKie is a good edition of ii, and I believe, not a scares 
one, by Erapois Wi^e, who was Fellow of Trinity Cejl^e, 
Ocford, and Assistant Librarian of the Bodleian*. The 
Mfe is 1}ie more intorcalisg, not only as it furnishes an 
AliiheR^io docum^Eit €ag some of the most curious parti- 
aadais, which o^r known historiMis have eoade p<^ukr, 
^adi^ Hior^ which have bean related by others, but in- 
MMUoli as Ike avidior a^htbit^ ^vid^t marlfs of his bmng 
^m^lmfM^ek&ikf impartial man, and with til his v^nera- 

♦ Th^ pot I ijay^ ip ap f^rPf fnvi^9X (^qrt ip X19Si^ Ht 1i» feit 

edition appears to have been in quarto. Asser was edited also by Camden 
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tion for Alfred, does not iaru{>le to Bpesk of the f&iiltjr^ 
hk youA, and even to attribute hk mttfortunes to slidi 
causes as were likely to strike a churchman in that ajge. 
The substance of Asser is contained in the fourth and 
^fth books of Mr. Turner's History of die Anglo-Ssfxoiis, 
where the reader will find a more copious and interesting 
account of Alfred, though written in a singular style, than 
in any other English perfonnanee* ^ - 

It is still however a disgrace to Englidi biogfa|>hy, 
that there is no life of our unrivalled countryman^ im« 
portant enough from the size and the composition to do 
him justice. The notices of Milton, Hume, and Burk^ 
who like all odier wise men, of all ofHnions and countnes, 
have united to speak of him with cme voice, are m^e 
notices, however excellent of their kind. Lhtle peitei^ 
could be added to the £icts of his story ; but they a#^#C 
a nature to be rendered doubly iiiteresting by f^ti^pkt 
management; no subject, it is evident, coidd be iiicil# 
justly provocative of elegant reflection and iUustraiiKlBr^ 
and a compact, lively volume, written by one who nhH 
learned enough to enter into die language of his herd, 
of taste enough to relish his accompltthmentSy and df 
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kiiowiddg^ and spirit enough to apprehend the real great- 
ness Qf his chara<^r, would be a treasure to be laid up 
in the heart, of eirery Englishman, and tend to perpetuate 
those solid parts of our character, which are the only 
real presenratiYes of our glory* 

-A ' Twos lucky for Colman he VMU*nt there toOf 
£orhk pranks xoould have certainly mettokh their due, 
. And Sheridan*! also, that finiA^ old tricker ;-*-^ 
JSutone iuu in prison^ and botktoere in liquor. 

It cannot be supposed, especially after my late situa-* 
t^, that I should object to a man on the mere ground 
efiJ& b^g circumscribed in his movements; but it is 
|ie|^ wdH known, I believe, that it is not plain-dealing 
i^bfch seat Mr, Colman to prison, nor any very great care 
{j^^4ipnour which keeps him there. These are matters^ 
^ffflilirfr» upon which I am loth to touch, and therefore 
4iPQiistf thenu^ — The pertinacious ribaldry of Mr^ Colipoan, 
aiftd his afifectatioi^ oCregardmg its reprovers as hypo<» 
^t<as, — things which look more like the robust ignp* 
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rmice 6f a Vulgar young rake, ^an the proceeding ef 
eren all did man of the wotld who is approaching hi» 
grave^-'^ave met with their just reprobation {torn evearj 
reader of common sense. The trsth ia, that Mr. CohnaH' 
the Younger f as he calls himaelfy has been pfodigMfuify 
overrated in his time, partly perhaps from his real supe- 
riority to the Dibdins and Re3moldses as a writer of hv^- 
farcesy and pwrdy from the applauses of a set of mteitedllN 
ed aiOtOrs ai&d gratuitous plitywriglits^ Irhom he haa hdfM^ 
to spoil in rettirn; so thai k realty sedkus to Ite hidf 
vanity as well aa sottUmess, that persuades him be had a 
right to talk as he pleases, and to make us acquainted 
whh this obseeiiie dotage of his oVar his oapa^ 

On Mr. I^oridaa I spare aoyseif additional cManeiit^ 
especUAiy after the cliniiax With whidi he finished his 
moral/ wfcMaeiiplimatioais were^ going to aad fro respdot* 
iifg the R^gBtktA ciditfiet. Apotto'a rebuke of bim^ had 
be made his appearanoey would bave been on <be M 
seere of his neglc«i of thef drana. Aa a eonic irrfier, 
be baa certainly, for a laag tme past, been our ofiljr em^ 
nealob witii a better rmmf^ciftime was an ideal si^- 
Imess iium Mf . Cumh^tt^ke^f-*^ haMkeriiif after pet^ 
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e&cts and cuiooth-speaking ijrmpathiesi^-^-aii iiia(>titiide^ 
in shorty ta fidl in with the roal forms add i^ifits of life, 
wiMch mada him look rather liJs6 a nMj forei^er who 
bikl got among u*^ than one of the native stock* Hie 
beit part about him was his elegant scholarship. But 
msgr I saj, ihAt Mr,Sberida% upon the whole, iqppears 
U%me id b*re been c^errated as an obsetrer, Mid that, 
tbe best part of him is his elegance abo ? an mformed 
elsgaiice nd doitbt^ and onti that is fall of a social mkci 
sp^htty Inmioiir^-^bat stiU a bumiess of words radier 
than tiiotii^M^^i^'i^tti^ elegSACe mfonooing tu little in its 
tiibPii, ind quite on Hsm tastef^ side instead of the inveo* 
tire. 



^Ap0llo jMt gmethema glance wbh his ij/e^ 
* Spemef'^RogerM-^M<m$gOfmefy^^-~^ndpii^ti^^ tkim hy, 
B^^d the landlord to gke his regptcts to aU three ^ 
Amdea^ K^d he happy to see them to tea* 

TbMe wrkers^ Ihovgh dassed tog^slhery and equally 
denig^ adokinance «o Apoil^'s dituner^ti^ley either fr«m 



4a KOTBS ON THB ^ 

iodigihility to hb greater Jbonomrs or inalnlky tasoitam- 
tke strength of his wine, are, it must be confessed, of 
very unequal merits. Mr. Montgomery is perhaps the 
most poeticd of the three, Mr. Rogers the best informed, 
and Mr, Spencer the soonest pleased with himsdf. l%e 
first se^ms to wrke with his fiedinga aboat him, the se^ 
cond with his books, the third with his reccAectionft of ^ 
yesterday and his cards d? invitation. The most visible 
defect of Mr* Montgomery, who appears to be an amia- 
ble man, ia a sicklinesa of fancy, which throws an air oC 
fCHEMenesa a^d JaJiiitude on all that he jays ^-4he fiuilt of 
Mr. Rogers i^ direct imitation of not the best modeb^ 
written in a style at once vague and elaborate. His: 
Pleasures of Memory ,^-a poem, at best, in imitation of 
Goldsmith, — is written in &e worst and most monotonous 
taste of modem versification, — to say nothing of the 
never-failing ^ouh and controubf thoughts and Jhiughts, 
tablets f tracings f impartif^s, and all the endless common- 
places of magazine rhyming. Mr. Rogers, of late years, 
seems to have become aware of the defects of his versift- 
cation, and a^empted the other day to give his harp a 
higher aiid okore various stiiun Vfi the fn^gment upoa 
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idw^toss-^^^MSit t^ 8tt»a09 afipemr^ to biive hnm ik i&n^ 
r of menj^mg. It wm ludkroua mimigb h^^er, aai 
«|E^ds 4^ 9U)g«ilar intteace of Ae bfilnliial ignoMoe tf 
TQi^ii^ftiion ia general, to find th« QuiHtarlry Seview iA« 
jfg^big to^aUoQ in Ihis btigamitp for runaing a q^UaUe 
wfe<^ IU,mM«iir#aiEidattonq[^ to soatoh one* <tf Ae 
%iNig^iRioef of owr oUcar poetry* 

alJie bfnt ihing in Mr. B4gw«'« pn^ctJAM appears to 
9Q« to Jt>e }ua Epistla to a Friendi deterihinig a hooMimd 
it|,(HriMunents» It ba« a g^oddeal of alefint luxury iibMI 
iVmd iif ma to have boen tb« beet w? iitoR becimee ^ 
igQH laii* Biene be vaa 4e«cribiog fioQi faia own toeto 
m^«:Kpe^i|^anflnotaffictkig a soweflMig wbkb ba 
hf^ f€^i4 Jn lh« wncera before hMu 
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Jk^iifit Mm kmie part ffmimi gnsjimi iim ki^kh 
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lir&Cfahhp'^iMiyieatieoaMy n trnm of geniw^ p o fte HB ' 
ing mmBmiam% oheervatiADr origiiiaUigr^ b* bei 09m 
pwers of the path^ and ibe ^wibk^ bat with ett tbe«e 
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fine dletnents of poefty, is singularly defieient in taste, 
his familiarity continually bordering on the vulgar, and 
his sefiousness on the morbid and the shocking. His 
versificationy where the force of his thoughts does not 
tbmpe) you to forget k, is a slarange kind of bustle li)e- 
tween tiie lameness of Cowper and the sHpnahod vigour 
of Churchill, though I am afraid it has more of the f<»!mer 
than the latten When he would strike out a Hue parti- 
ticularly grand or melodious, he has evidently no other 
notion of one than what Pope or Darwin 1ms given him. 

« 

¥et even in Im versification, he has contrived, by die €^ 
kyqfltal tUm of -his language and his primitive mention ol 
persons by their christian as well as surname, to have an 
air of his own ; and 'indeed there is not a greats man- 
nerist in the whole circle of poetry, either in a good (a 
bad sense. His main talent, both in character and der 
8cription,'lies in strong and homely pieces of detail, whiK^ 
he brii^ before you as clearly and to the life as in & ca^ 
mera obscura, and in which he has been improperly cimfi' 
pwred t0 the Dutch paint^ns, for in addition to their finus^ 
and- identification, he ^Is the very connaiionest (^ Im 
icenes with sentiment and an interest. . : 
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i One ten ihmsandtk part eftie toords and the iimey 
That yfAihie VMsted on praises ins$ead "ofyour rhyme f 
M^h^ha^ gained you a titie to this kind of Jreedo9i^^ ^ 
But ^kmes ofendings^ ktg^d in as you need 'enij \ 
Q^ hearts 4mcf imparts^-^tvAere'^ the soul that can 
read*emf ^ 



ttliet«e is iKHnetbing not inelegant or unfancifal in the 
conduet cff Mr. Hayley's Triumphs of Temper, and the 
kioral k of ^t useful and desirable description, which 
^ra its domestic familiarity is too apt to be overlooked, 
dr to be thought incapable of embellishment : — but in this 
Us w^l as in all his other writings, tliere is so much talk- 
ing by rote, so many gratuitous metaphors, so many epi- 
thets to fill up and rhymes to fit in, and such a mawki^ 
^figuor of versification, with every now and then aridicu- 
Mlsnr hurrfing for a line or so, that nothing can be more 
'^ei[8ag^Dr tiresome. The wofst part of Mr. Hayley is that 
ttnooth^^ngued and overwrought complimentary style, in 
4i4dressing and speaking of others, which, whether in ecu- 

e2 
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^^enuiitioii or writing, has always the ill-fortune, to s^yth^, 
least of it, of being suspected as to sincerity. His be^ 
part»«i has been jiiady observed, is his Aniloti^tioii^ The 
notes to his poema are amustng and full of n grao^ful 
acholjUBship; and two things must be remeinb€»r#d lohiB 
honour,<^first, that although he had not genius enou^tq^ 
revive the ta^e in his poetry, be has been the i}^ic^^ of^ 
our late writers to point out the great siqpcssiori^ of the 
Italian school over the French; and second, that he. has 
been among the first, and the most ardent itf them eUy ,in 
JhiiUng the dafwn of our native painting. Indeed, m^ ^ 
•in^ar elcoeption of MUton, who bs4 visj^- It$ly, And 
whd: ms suc^ a painter hM99df, it is to be reiiiember#d,lp 
the koiM>ur of 4(U our po^ts, great and spi^iill, thu^.t^gr 
hute shovn^ 4 juH ans^elgr fer the appearancw 0f ttif 

•$ist«:«ft| .. .-,r^^^, 

AiiA fcU 1 hrc^tba^t loaghig te enotwacb > >' > < l[o^ 

At Uw }e§9^ glimpie of bcr resplendent fjicct . .^ , .^ t^ 

It wovUi appear^ from some specimens hi his n#e^.^^lijt 
Mr^Hi^Ieyiroidd have* cat a mnre aAraQt^ieosWpfigiM 
aft mtfftndal^thaai as aiii eetgiiialpoet^ IdpnotJiayte 
wmiiA hane been equaLte great works ; fer n tran^toTY to 
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HB^riinj^ iShgjtg like ^ pace with bis amfftai, ritdidd haw 
ii^^Bgt A pokldn of his driginal q>irit $ but as Mr. ifoytey 
tt hot destitute of the poet, the thotights dfanotlier might 
have invigorated him ; add he would at any tate have beeii^ 
sij^ei^Iof t6 ibose mere rhythers^^-^sudi men as Hoolei for 
ifi^tiii^i-^Who, without the Bmallest pretensions to poetry^ 
iyp t)lif)l^dwti persons, think themselves qualified to trans- 
m^ ^itL In the notes to his Essays pn Epie Poetty, 
di^e is a pleasing analysts, with occasional versions of 
t#enty or thirty lines, of the Araucanaof Alonzo d^Erdlla^ 
iad in the same place is a translation of the thras first 
Cciiitos of Dante, which, if far benealli the majestic sini-i 
pttcity of the original, is at least, for spirit as well ai 
ddieneSB, infinitely superior to such mouthing nonenti<« 
fids a(S the version of Mr. Boyd. But Dante, to say 
nothing of his demands upon a variety of powers, in 
consequence of those varieties of his own, in which after 
shaking us with his terrors, or shocking us with his 
f^AkiitmkitUa and his diabolisms, he will enchant us with 
M^^aee, melt us with his tenderness, or refresh us 
with Some exquisite picture of nature^ ia like all the 
oHKer poets of the first class, scarcdy translatable bnt 
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by a' kindred genius. The naturid langiiage tliey spedd 
sets at nought the cant habit of books. You might as #(sU 
endeavour, by the help of a fan, to gather round you^e. 
morning freshness of nature, as think of apprehending one 
of the great spirits of poetry, by means of these t03rer8 in 
versification. Even the real poets among us have ttot ddne 
justice to those whom they translated, with the e^cep^on 
of some smaller pieces of lyric: Dryden wants the grace- 
fulness and the selectness of Virgil, Chapman all the music 
pf Homer, and Pope all the nature: — ^what then are we 
to expect from such a writer as Francis, or from that 
prince of involuntary crambo, Hoole? No wonder diat 
men of good sense and taste, who happen hot to be scholfti^s, 
have found Horace a dull fellow and Ariosto a dotard. . 
The best translation, upon the whole, that has been 
produced in our language, both for closeness to the -sense 
and sympathy with the spirit of its original, appears to toe 
to be Fairfax's Tasso. I do not say that it is a peM^t 
one, nr that it is not sometimes straitened for #)ln€>'of 
room, and sometimes clouded with the obscurities^Wvits 
age ; but Fairfax seems to go along with his author, and 
to be more of a piece with him, than any translator per- 
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jlf^. that hiisiy^t appeared. The veni^cation is stngu^ 
JbirljTrfEee for itfl^closeneasy and has alwaysKbeenaccounted 
(me of the earliest harmonizers of our poetry : Dryden^ 
calls hhn oa t^is account the father of Waller, who indeed 
waa i^t slow to confess the relationship ; and Fairfai^, irt 
renewing his claims upon our attention, may boast that be 
. has been praised by Collins, and imitated by Milton. 

The flowing vei^ification pf .Fairfii^ has eyen drawn 

SQipe writers into a love of him, who in other respects 

were not very seducible by the higher species of poetry* 

jj^Bong th^se is Hume, who compared a thing called 

Wilkie's Epigpniad to Virgil, and who was much inclined, 

in compliment to the rest of his French taste in literature, 

to^ <;all Shak^eare a barbarian. * Hume however is 

.wrong when he says that ^^ each line'' in Tasso ** is faith- 

.iqUy rendered by a correspondent line in the translation.*' 

,^JI^^£»ithfu}ne8S, it is true, is for the most part as surpris- 

rj^.as he represents it, and the number of lines is the same 

toiOrbatb.poeins ; but Fairfax has occasionally substituted a 

ilkie ofchis own for the sense of the original, sometimes, aa 

. J ^ * Sec the Appe-ndix to the reign of James the First. 
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mag^ibtiiippoiii, irilliBogooA tai^is a jetlmna^i 

dmeft er«i with improTefneat) and the Mne haft ahrtfi 
sMMhmg poetical ia it, though its tailte may not be the 
true one. In the third book ftr instance, stanza 31st,' 
where Tanored unbiowingly encounten Clerinday eni 
knocks off her hrimet, Fairftx says 

About her shoulders shone her golden locks, 
like woBf terns od dabttsler t&tks. 

This is a splendid image ; but Tasso merely says, with a 
more natural and momentary touch, that her golden locks 
were shaken out in the wind, and a young female appeared 
before him :— 

£ le chiome dorate al veato sfMurse, 
Giovane donna in mezzo '1 campo apparse. 

The eondunen of tiie suoceediiig stanea has also a ttai 
with it ui^ike the oviginal, and not in so allowable a tiiftttj^ 
though its &ultiness is Italian. But in other inataaen 
"Fakhx can contend with his author, even at his bcfit>; aa 
in that dose of the 14di stanza, ouito Ist, deM»ibing tha 
descent of the angel Gabriel, who is represented by Tasso 
as Qrst dn^ing his flight upon Lebanon, and balancing 
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PHa Mil libano montft d ti riteiiite^ 
S ■ liM fit r li4<«uite ^cnm. 

Tbte ek^m imtlilidil of Virgil, F&trftx inqproved intb « 
tihoQght as new aB it WAS becotifoli— « 

On LebiEuion at first his foot he aet^ 

jtfmf ito* Am wtntgi wHk roty in y . *cb w wife 

Milton^ passing over die original in this passage, copies 
the translator, and that nothing may be lost, adda attitttcte 
to the motion from Virgil, and turns the dew into fragrance 
from Sanna2arius: • 

Like Maia*8 son he stood, 
And shook hii phtinei, that hear'nly fragtnce fiU'd 
The circuit wide. Book 5. 

, JBol I am getting unawares into a luxurious gos8l|Miig, 
ffikm out of my sutsiject. The chief purpose for which I 
BMBtMed Fairfax was to suggest a republication of hw 
iapEMSurence to the common-plaoe duhiess of Hoole, w^o 
would assumdly have never been tderated, had not the 
lastege ef poetry^ in which he Uved, been givM up to tins 
lees of the French taste. The love of ItaUsn literature 
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#hicl) began to revli^ aimiongm {essmBQkxAM of lt]^tEiig%4^ 
beginning to have its effect upon this ; and if it cootJMf ^ 
will do a great deal of good both to our fapey and verstf- 
cation, — I mean, wHl put them both in a right way of eser- 
cising their faculties^ and help th^m to think and speak for 
themselves ; for there is no danger that we shall faU intc^ 
those errors of the Italian school, whiqh howex^r they may 
have been exaggerated by superficial obseirveifs, certainly 
do exist, and which are the natural overgrowth of fancy 
at certain periods of its flourishing*. Our long, habits of 
criticism will save us from those. 

It is to be observed, after all, in speaking* of schools 
of poetry, that they are only to be recommended compa- 
ratively* We are much more likely ta get at a r^ poe- 
tical taste through the Italian than through the Fr^sach 
school,*— through Spenser, Milton, and Ariosto, than f 4]^, 
Boileau, and their followers; the former will teacb ua^^o 
vary our music and to address oursdves more divectljr^a 
nature; but nature herself is, of course, the great and {>j^-» 
fecting mistress, without whom we become either eGcm^ 
trie pretenders, or danglenr after inferior beauly, or se-» 
peatersi iai best, of her language at second hand^ We 



FEAanr OF -raffi P0ET5. 5d, 

]l6ai/^^>-^ia the heart and fortnneB of msax ; — ahd he, aodt 
tlie other great poets, should be our reading out of sehori- 
h<Hirs. 



( ( ^9 So* sa^ngf he rang^ to Uaoe ncihing in dmift^ 
And the sour little gentleman bless'd himself oiui* 

Ml?. GM^Mrd is a man of strong natund sense, with such 

acquired talents, as are apt to impress us with double 

reiqpecfrwb^a^ their history is connected with early diffi« 

dildes and an humble origin* The manner in which he 

)ias related those difficulties, in the interesting little mei> 

^ jQ^r prefixed to his Juvenal, is calculated to give his 

^ 1^4ers a regard for him as well as respect ; and upon the 

^^pfilol^, there is no living author perhaps, who might hove 

'>^ei^05F^ a more unmingled reputation, of the middle spe- 

^^;^led, than Mr.Gifford. But a vile, peevish tepiper, the 

^^di6#^ inexcusable in its indulgence, because he appears to 

have had early warning of its effects, breaks out in every 

jpage of his critictsm, and only renders his affected grin* 



Hii^ the more unpleisaiit. Theire ii no g^efbstty^itaf tsi' 
8fttil-e^^H3^ mereftt folly he treats not only wftli ridiittti^^ 
but teseiilni^iit ; and evei^ a mintake^ Upon a point >Mliidk' 
he understands better than some unlucky commentator; 
is something upon which he thinks himself entitled to be 
indignant and retributive. I pass over the nausebui^ 
Epistle to Peter Pindar, and ev^n tiie notes to his BiViid^ 
and Moeviady where though less vulgar in hi^ langua^/ 
he has a great deal of the pert cant and snip-snap whicjth 
he deprecates, and wastes a ludicrous quantity of ti-i(Aaph 
over evety poor creature that comes athwart him ; but he 
cannot repress this spirit even upon better men, as lUfl/ 
be seen where he differs with his brother commentator^ 
on Juvenal ; and every decent mind, I believe, has beed 
disgusted with his tiresome, peevish, and useless insults 
over his precursors hi the explanation of Massinger. H^ 
Mr. Giibrd, for his own mistakes only, been treated itMP 
the roughness which he has shown towards others. Hi* 
would have had enough to bear ; but to visit on ^m iSr 
futl return of his temper, would be a severi^, as humiy«U' 
ing to a proper satirist, as intolerable to himsetf. 
Our author however does not appear to have carried 
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t^ ^tbuiiastic iooqpMicadc^ of hit agatn|»t aH tbe circkis 
of \i&9 wkfet wUch hid Ulentt haTO sudccssfvlly Aiade hini 
iioijpia^lod* lake hia removBeless but at the same time 
diacriminatiiig brother critics, the Suj^esaors of Yic^ 
Ub jndjgiuitiQn appears to have made a seasonable stop hi 
i^^^iai^ing the higher orders ; and thus from a wrat;hAil« 
p^Tffi^ial satirint of vice anA foIly» he has softened mi 
sotted himM^ into an editor of old dramatists and .of 
gfii^Kffcpment reviews, who ia only wfathful in speaki))^ ^ 
^ jjkhif^ctqvi to primcely^ices, and only per9on(d up<»pk 
4^, Mm 9f req^fkptable ladies* Let a man have made 
A wstAke upon an c4d poet fifty years back» and he shall 
im F^nj^ly denounced; let Mrs, Barbauld, to whom die 
jriai^ g^^ratien a^e so much indebted* publish buf^ a 
pifuffijlf^ opinion In y^^tb^, dii^ring with the nders that are 
af^ the opinicms that ought to be, and she . shall be 
tglDgbt ^p^ai^ witib a^ her poetical sins en her head ;— * 
migff)^ « tnsmed Ifdjr w^ us IjHit an account of h<r 
iMOoag^.ti^ Indja in fbUowiilg her betj^thed husfeandi apd 
i h ^^|[i haye;goiie ithere to get one r^^imlk rspeak Wit of 
** the imputed weaknesses of the great,'' * Ptinces might 

* Quarterly Review, No. 18, p. 148. ..■.'.,■ 
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fbhnarly bave kept mistresses; tbey might Also have ifiP 
caidad tkem; and these discarded mistresses/ if thejr 
MBoed in rhyme, might be dem>unced accordingly^ ev^ 
to their rhemnatism and their crutches ; f~»but no sudb 
things are done now, either by princes or the fiKtouriids 
of princes ; speak not of ** the imputed weaknesses of the 
great ;*'-— there were vices at court formerly, — vices ll)f 
Juvenal's time, — ^vices even in our own time, whbn baid 
poets were going and ladies fell lame, — ^but ndw,-^3dc aft 
no such thing ; every prince lives with his wife as he oug^ 
to do, keeps the most- virtuous company as he always 
did, and is hailed, of course, wherevei^ he goes, with 
shouts of a cordial popularity : — the vices, that might r^ 
verse such a character, are only ** imputed^' to him ^— 
to use a pithy and favourite mode of quotation, <' There's 
no such thing!'* 

• ' With regard to Mr, Gifford's poetical claims, which I 
-had nearly forgotten, he seems to have thought vtry 
justly, that the Juvenal required something better thuh 
the usual monotonous versification ; but in aiming at vi* 

* See a pleasant and manly fling at Mrs. Robinson's ** crutches** in 
tiieBaTiad» t.88. 
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gp^ 9Xid variety, he has fallen into no versification at all, 
i^d become lame and prosaical. The only approach that 
he ever n^e to the poetical character was in some pleas- 
iag and even pathetic lines in the notes to his Mceviad, 
begiAPing 

I wi^ X was where Anna lies :-t- 

ligt^Hifih lines coming in such a place, in the very thick 
^tf petty resentments and vulgar personalities, contradict 
^elbetter taste that is in them, and give the reader per^ 
lulps as distasteful an idea 'o£ the author, at the time q£ 
li|e when he inserted them, as any one passage of his 
writings. 



4P JPor his hast tvas a God, — ^hat a *oertf great thing i 
And vohat ivas still greater in his eyesy—a King 1 
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jtAfo^ Air«XAa;v — King Apollo,— a common title with 
^Hieold Grecian poets.— *See the following note. 
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^^ Be original, man f iiudy maref scnbUe ksSf 
Normistake present Jdvour^for lasting sueoess; 
And remember f if laurels are tvhat you ^ooouldfindf 
The croton of all triun^h isjreedom tf4nind* 

Of JM[r« Walt^ Scatt*8 ianat^ mid tiruiting revereno^ fcnr 
thrones «od domkuitiQjMf j^ reader imy find «]^fic»mii9 
abundfu^ly nauseous ^l the «$UQn of Piyden. His 
^yl^ in proAS^ siting aside Us ScotUcisioSy is Y«xy^ ivdl 
where he affects nothing beyond a plain statement or a 
brief piece of criticism ; and it is not to be supposed that 
his critical observations are always destitute of acuteness 
or ^ven of beauty ; but the moment be atteosptaai^r thing 
of particular e^ae or profundityrhe only hecomeaslavi^y 
in the one instance and poetically pedantic in the otber. 

:|iis pontics xENsy be fistung^.at aac^l^ tb# si8)pl#^fi»ct> 
that of all ^ advocatfifi of ChtMrlea t^ Seim»^. he is Iht 
least scrupulous in mentioning his crimes, because he is 
the least abashed. Other writers have paid decency the 
compliment of doubting their extent or of keeping them 
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in the back-ground ; but here we have the phunest, tobth-^ 
picking acknowledgements^ that Charles was a pensioner of 
-Prance, a shameless debauchee, a heartless friend, and an 
Jissasunatii^ master, «id yet aU the while he is little else but 
ihe " gay monarch,*' the " nierry monarch," the " witty 
monarch,'' the *^ good-natured monarch ;" and Mr. Scott 
really appears to think little or nothing of all that he says 
i^inst him. On the other hand, let a villain be but aWJiig, 
€r let any unfortunate person, with singular. Southern no- 
tions of mdependence, be but an opposer of Charles's court, 
iffid heisKure to meet with a full and crying denunciation 
of his ofiences, with raised hands and lifted eyeballs. The 
execution of Charles the First Mr. Scott calls an enormity 
ufl^uall^ in modern history, till the present age fur- 
ni^ed a parallel : — ^massacres, of course, and other trifles 
of Ifaat sort, particularly when kings and courtiers are the 
act<»«; fade before it ; St. Bartholomew's day deserves to 
be counted ludcy in comparison with it ; and princely vil- 
laiaai JPce Henry the Eighth, Ezzelino, and Borgia, are 
respmi^le and conscietilious men by the side of the Pre- 
sidemsApiidsfaaw and his colleagues. At the same time, 
a kiog, who by the basest m^and and for the slightest 
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cause would assassinate a faithftd servant ur the very adi 
of performii^ his duty, is only ungenerous^— one of whoi|] 
the said servant has no small reason to complain. The 
reader may think this representation exaggerated, but let 
the author speak for himself, ** His political principles 
(the Earl of M ulgrave'a) were those of a- staunch Tory; 
which he maintained through his whole life ; andt he was 
zealous for the royal prerogative, although he had no 
smail reason to complain of Charles the Second, who to 
avenge himself of Mulgrave for a supposed attachment to 
the Princess Anne, sexki him to Tangiers, at the head of 
some troops, in a leafy vessel^ xMck it toas ttqtpoied must 
have perished in the voyage. Though Mulgrave was a)^ 
prized of the danger, he scorned to shun it ; and the Bail 
of Hymouth, a &vourite son of the King, generously in- 
sisted upon sharing it along with him. This ungenerous 
attempt to destroy him in the very act of performing his 
duty, with the rrfusal of a raiment, made a temporaiy 
chvige in Mulgrave's conduct.** Notes on Absalom and 
Achitopel in Dryden's Works, v«L ix. p. 804^ 

Of Mr* Walter Scott's poetiy the estimate is suflfeiently 
easy, and will now peduqps, after the surfeit he has given 
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oir of it,'be pritty g^erally ackhbwlklgedL It jiS{littli^ 
sidre dl^ « leiq^ back inlo^t^ dregs ^d the dittioii df 
lude Imt gorgeoar tinrevy ^^en ^how concealed it^eat 
want of 'Huhstatice^ aiid a fittl^ ttiiiikihg waa conveyi^d M 
8t gMM manj^ wdfds. Hius it istiot iiiyidioiis tb c^Tf the 
life demaM for it a fadhioi!, fbV^it was almost as mere a 
UMm a»' lii^ r^yiral of any Othi^ artificial mode, and 
just as likely to go out again. That Mr. Scott is a pbet-i^ 
not to be controverted ;-^he has a lighisome fancy, pleas- 
ing circumstance, luxury of description ; and in his idea 
of Marmion has shown a taste for that mixture of genuine 
htittiie^'^cMratter with th6 abstractions of poetry, which 
ii^^^a- MtkXirfTio orditiary gcJnias fot narrative. But 
When' the novelty of a particular mode of style is gotie, a 
{)NEi^e%^roi^Mn reputation for little else than a discem- 
BMiJi<>bf'^6thier men's beauties, • whb had no natural lan^- 
guage and no style of his own, — ^who cannot describe 
what%^ sees aiid feels biit in^hrases previously set down 
fbr hitn, — aiid who must therefore be suspectbd of s^eiiig 
and feeling, not so much from his own perceptions, as 
frdiii the suggestions of those that have gone before him. 
Mi^. Scott's ladies gay and barons bold, his full-wells and 
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I-pray-yous, his drinkings of *^ the red wine'^ and hk 
** kirtles of the cramasiey'^—^iis i^3nnie8 pressed inta tlie 
service^ and his verses dancing away now and then out ef 
the measure, may have been new to the town in general^ 
but they are as ancient as recollection itself to the readers 
of poetry ; and a person tolerably wdl read in old soi^ 
and stories might exclaim with Dr. Johnson on a similajr 
occasion, 

Whcresoe'er I turn my view. 
All is old and npthing new, 
Trick'd in antique ru£f and bonnet. 

The plea, if any such has been made, of suiting the l^u^* 
guage of the poem to the manners of the story, is^ vfnere^ 
excuse for want of power to talk naturally: for tp <ay,]]to- 
thmg of the continued modern jsmoothness which is added 
to the old versification, and of the different periods. »f 
tune to which the self-same language is applied> „no 
writers, not excepdng the old romancers themselvesji ever 
did or could adapt their language to the times of ^h/eir 
story, unless the events they described were contempora- 
neous. Ilie romancers indeed notoriously violate every 
species of proper costume to suit themselves to their own 
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perif^ and if &ey had attempted to retain an improper 
ooBtume and to tatic in the language of previous times, 
we should in vain have looked for those natural bursts of 
passion, and all those affiscting simplicities^ which they 
were enabled to put in the mouths of others, by speak- 
ing, as they felt, from their own» Thus even what was a 
natural language in these writers, becomes, from the imi- 
tadon, an unnatural and affected ope in Mr* Scott ; and 
in fact, he talks the language pf no times and of no feel- 
ings, for his style is too flowing to be ancient, too antique 
to be modem, and too artificial in every respect to be the 
result of his own first impressions. 

There is indeed a general want of ambition about Mn 
Scott, and a contentedness with ^^lat is showy rather than 
solid, diat look like a poet of no very great order. His 
resorting to a style so easy of imitation, his giving bimself 
up to a profusion of words and prettinesses on which he 
]h%ht rl^me by the hour, and his coming out, year after 
year, with a new poem provocative of all sorts of suspi* 
ciens connected with the trade^ — all exhibit something, 
ready indeed, and entertaining, and penny-turning, but very 
far from what is either lasting or noble, Mr. Scott writes 
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a vtpy jjpngl^f bi^lW^ cf^ good cbarikcter Jroii^ 

t^iUfe, mi 0^1 hide ^oaself U» advajitogovm tbe oostuiotei 
of fiber times ; but brought forward in his pirn iiiuuisi«|i- 
ttd |>enk>n> apd ju%od by a higb^tandard of poetxy, be 
wants origi^tjr aAd a language* 

:: -:' ■// .. -r-? fr . . . ■ .. ■ . .. . 

^ Your ^nest^flo^tionf^ay give it inv^Uian* 

Mff Cainpbell seems to have hamp^ed his better genius 
between the versification of others snd the struggle to 
express Ub own thoughts in their natural language. I 
si^ieak not of the Pleasures of Hope» which though abun- 
dant in, promise, is a young and uninformed prodiiction 
hi comparison with his subsequent performances :— ^Hit- 1 
am persuaded that nobody woidd ever have thought^ o£ 
comparing that poem with the Gertrude of Wyomiog) ojc 
of undemraluing the latter in general, and regarding it IM^ 
not ans^pring the promise of his youth, if in quitting the 
ordinary versification of the day, he had not deviated 
into another imitation apd got into tM triumn^^ of. 
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Spenser* The style periiaps is not so nnieh an kmtatioi» 
of Spenser, as of Thomson, the iimtator of Sp^aser ; bul$ 
IJie want of originality is certainly not lessened by this 
remove firom the fountain-head. In Spenser's style and 
stanza there is undoubtedly a great deal of harmony and 
dignity, and specimens of almost every beauty of writing 
may be fbUnd in them ; but liiey will hardly be pleasing 
noi^-a-days ih a poem of any length, unless the subject 
involves a portion of the humorous or satirical, as in the 
School-Mistress and the Castle of Indolence, wheire the 
author looks through his seriousness with a smile, and the 
quaintnesses of the old poetry fall in with his lurking 
archness or his assumed importance. And the reasons 
Would seem to be obvious ; for not to dwell upon the in- 
herent and unaccommodating faults of the stanza in a 
long Engliflli poem, such as its tendency to circumlocu- 
tion and its multitude of similar rh3rmes, it has always an 
fljr of <Mrect imitation, which is unbefitting the dignity of 
an Original seriousness ; and its old words and inversions 
contradict that freshness and natural flow of language^ 
wliieh we lutve a right to expect in the poet that, would 
toudi our affections. We demand,— not the copy oE 
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another's sin^Ucily, but the Eoa^icitey of the qaeabc^ 
himself ;-*»we want an unaffected, eontemponiBeoiia lafii^ 
guage, such as our ears and our hearts shall equally re^ 
cognize, and such as our own feelings would utter, were 
they as eloquent as the poets. The choice of this style ta 
the more to be regretted in Mr« Campbell, because his 
genius evidently points to the most attractive sympalUes 
of our nature, and his great talent lies in the pathetie. 
Indeed it is observable, how inevitably his own taste leads 
him to forget the imitative turn of his versification, when* 
ever he has to describe some particular scene, in which 
the affections are interested; but the present stock of 
readers, who have had their ears spoiled by easy versiftb 
cation, will not readUy consent to exchange it for one of 
a less accommodating description with additional difficul- 
ties. Of several styles of imitation that come before 
them, they will inevitably prefer that which comes easiest, 
to their old habits ; and this is one great reason wby the 
productions of Mr. Walter Scott have outrun in popularity 
the coy loveliness of Gertrude of Wyoming,— the finest 
narrative poem, in my mind, that has been produced in 
the present day. — ^While I havebeen palled with the e4eiF<* 
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ml' nmeness t^ Mr. Scott, and ifagnsted with the pue^. 
vi^efraad a&ctations of Mr. Sottthey, I faaye read o¥» 
and orer again the Gertrude of Wyoming, and have paid 
it tiHit geiluine tribute, which the pride of manhood and 
Aq Aecesifary habits of adversity are not much in the 
eustom (tf ]aviahin^% 

In apeaking of Mr. Campb^, his smaller pieces must^ 
nait^ beforgotteUf Their merits are very unequal, and 
some of them, written perfai^s in early youth, seem altd* 
geth^ unworthy of his pen ; but Hohenlinden, and the 
two naval songs, are noUe pieces, beautifully dashed with= 
the pathetic; and the Soldier's Dream b one of those> 
heartfelt and domestic appeals, from which the fancy, after 
iwellmg upon their tenderness, is suddenly glad to esci^e* 

^3 jind never should poet so gifted and rare^ 
Pollute the bright Eden Jove gives to his care^ 

But love the fair Virtue for ijohom it is given f 

<■»,■.. - ' " ■ 

And keep the spot pure for the visits of Heaven. 

.It is natural in coi^atulating a person on his escape^ 
&om some extraordinary defect, to forget the mentm o£ 
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enudlar ones.; otiierwise, Apgilo migkt h«ve ramdl Mtk^ 
Moore on fais exuberant Ibndmess for dewB^ flowers, and 
excl|ui»itionSyand have, quarrelled intb hitt for not apply- 
ing his popwens to some poem «f length that chould ex* 
hSUt Aem in their proper light. The first of theise faidt» 
however will most likely follow the other knisdemeanotitv 
of his youth : and the Utt^r he is understood to be doing 
away, - at this moment, iti a -coimtty retirement. Cer*^ 
taiidy the pernicious tendency of Mr.Moore^s former 
prbdiictiofls k to be questioned :-^it was only t^ be 
equfldfed perhaj^B by th^ good that might result flroiu a 
change in "his way^ of thinkingi and from the pfeans he 
wouldtAke,whe^ so altered, to transfer the attractite^ 
ness of his hyle lib the cause of virtue. But there dways 
appeared to me, in the midst of that taste of his, a cordial 
and redeeming something, — a leaning after the better af- 
fections, — which showed a conscious necessity of correct- 
ing it. Part with it altogether he need not as a writer, 
and could not as a poet ; but to correct and unite it with 
nobler sympathies was his business as a true lover both of 
diit^gex and -of Ms tountry. It would have been mcdn- 
^6nt in a poStici^ so^spirit^d,asid a patribt so w^arm as 
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Mr;Ii<|Norift' to assubt in rendering m slftvet in priin^ 
irb^e ]^ )9Ep^ haye lis iJl freani^ in public. 

The real admirers therefore of this poet were rejoioeA 
to see in his latter publication, the Irish Melodies, how 
greatly he had improved his morality, and not only sOy 
but how much the graces of his fancy had gained instead 
of lost by the improvement. In the sprightly and idio- 
matie flow of his songs he had already overtaken Prior, 

and on the ground of sentiment had left him behind ; bu^ 

. ■ ■ ..f 

the imion of strong fancy and feeling discoverable in his 
later productions, and the unexpected appearance of a 
taste for the dignified and contemplative, so distinct from 
tlie town associations that crowded about one's ordinary 
idea of him, were promises of a still greater reputation, 
aiid will enable him, it is trusted, to reach posterity un- 
der an exemplary as well as graceful aspect. 

As a versifier, Mr. Moore does not appear, hitherto, to 
have attempted any improvement of the models he found 
i^ vx>gae ; but what he might do in this respect may easily 
be conceived, from the natural fineness of his ear. The 
lines in his lyric pieces however have a music in them, 
dlstiai^ fr«n^ the ordinasy monotony of his cont^mpo^* 
ries, and evi^^tJy traceable to his taste for the «b^\ tasx.^ 
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Ydu feel at once, that his songs are Indeed to be sung,-^ 
a happy propriety, whieh he seems to share e3tclluri?dy 
with Dryden. 

14 See Note s^. The Sackville here mentioned must not 
be confounded with Rochester's cotemporary, the author 
of the excellent song, ** To all you ladies now at land," 
who was a man of wit and good humour, but no poet 
The allusion is to his ancestor, the author of the noble 
Induction to the Mirror of Magistrates, and harbinger of 
Spenser. 

15 Wheriy all of a sudden^ there rose on the stairs 
A noise as of persons toith singular airs ; 

You*d have thoiight Uims the Bishops or Judges a coming. 
Or ijohole court of Aldermen halving and humming. 
Or Ahhot^ at leasts tvith his ushers before^ 
But ^txvas only Boh SotUhey and two or three more* 
The last couplet originally $tood thus,-— 
Or at least my Lord Colley with all his grand brothers; 
But ^tvoas only Bob Southey and three or four others. 

Colley IB one of the Christian names of the Marquis 
Wellesley. 1 notice tlus alleratioii^leElViwm^i^vis^^ 
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bDund to make it,. I should Bean to evade its aeknow- 
ledgemeot* There are still some points about the Noble 
Marquis, which I may not particularly admire ; but die 
policy he has lately pursued and avowed, the just appro* 
ciiatidn he seems to have formed of the contest with Bona- 
parte, and the military genius displayed by his brother in 
the Peninsula, are very far from warranting any con<* 
temptuous allusion to him or his fimiily. There used to 
be certainly a feeling of distaste to them on account of 
their imputed haughtiness ; nor did the Indian governor* 
ship, or their domestic politics, tend to diminish it ; but 
the Marquis's present conduct seems to be rather inde- 
pendent than arrogant ; and there is a well-tempered and 
strait-forward simplicity about the military character of 
the Field Marshal, worthy of the great cause to which hif 
sword made an opening.* The original line therefore, 
such as it is, stands against myself, and not against the 
noble brothers. 

The next part of the passage alludes to the affectation 
of universal superiority, — of being best and wisest in 

* This sword for the pointy and the physical and moral robustness of 
the English soldiery for the body, haye since formed a wedge^ which haf 
ffiosUy split asunder the powers Sonaparter 



I 



wfaftt^v«r they fdt^ tkon^t, aiid didr^wfaich ^ied* t)^ 
lOftrktbefBAkii'IV)eteanDtlMP.dli^ oB^. theirs' lhlloeelMle^^^id 
}gm not fprsahen tiUsm iibiirihfldr^e3r«re in^: df '^tte'iiradbi. 
It wa» Aeii^boiyevvr/'a pMrdctta^le pP^e- of'tioyisllfiesi 
Alid emhusiasn^ at» iirhfch 'g9od^ ntttut^^wofild liiflildiH^ 
mff^ I it 1]^ beo^me IT ^^foim')alld^fli8dtoKi (H^aeiSi^maii 
3v^h good seiB0*nrasl.devide.< ' . ' : /I u. 

f lit isrx^usioufi tagee^ml^ wtEal?appftiMt'iiiicon8d«ril9fi6i^ 
tbia cha&ge kasibeetKctffecttd^ "Eh^biBit Fetitttf<ie'^ thsii^ 
cbaracteTy^till of'late jhsdvs, wis tbdbr'pdblk^as^dU; a» 
{Hivate iiitegi%t tiM(^the lioia^in^'Oti^iii^^^d^^ 
first infected their Btiilse at Ittst cdrrilipt^ theft* mftnneti^y 
aadbeittgajaiiigdii adapted to ete^ Ek>rt of ie^tfeitfei ' i^fi)^ 
abled them to change their free opinions folr'sl^i^hmes^i 
without altiering the cast of theii* language. Good <^ 
nion still lingered about some of them; but latterly the 
Ysery:best^ave quild lost the bloom <>f ihdr duarkcter'^ and 
degenerated, like the others, into servile place-hunters, 
aad gf osisr'>edttotkii puffers of thetiiselves. Mr« South^ has 
accepted an 'office under government, of such a nature, as 
absolutely ties up his independence; Mr. Coleridge, in pam- 
phlets and newspapers, has donehisbest to deserve likewise; 
and yet they shall all tell you that they have not diminished 



i^m free ipirii a joL^ In Jike mamier^they are as'violeQt 
««i4 intoleeant agaiiitt4lieiriOld.opiii]Oiis, as eyer thejrwere 
i^^nnat their new 4>ne% and wi^^ 
gambit carries, shall insist diat no man can. possess* a do^ 
cent head or respectable heart ^who does not agree widi 
ttmBOm Perscos jrlio ^ to ndither extraae^ ara qf course 
to expect still less mercy^ if .pds/iible* Mk*. SoiUheyv wh» 
is one of the pensioned re^ifweis in the Qiiarterly, do^s 
not blush to tell thosawho are. acfujonfted with his jfortiier 
opinions of the great and thdf cocruptionsi that^a m^se 
•tickler for Reform now-ia-days^ even with good inten- ' 
tionsy is littla better than & *^ house-bneAker." f Poor 
fellow 1 he must have beeaa sad well-meaning profligate 
in his younger days |-*-It is in vain you. tell. suph rear 
soners^ that you are neither Jacobin nor courtier, tba^ 



* Ji^t^WorcUwprthV name was adjded to these two in the first editioj^^j^ 
but it seems that he r^ards his office as a private favour bestowed by an 
eld friend of his family, and still vindicates his right to think and speak sa 
he pleases. t 

f See an article on the State bf the Poor, in a late number of ,the 
i^uarterly. I mention the authors of these reviews with the less scruple^ 
beeau^.I think that .anonymous writers in. general have no right o£ ceof 
ceahnent, particularly when they attack people in this manner,— and be- 
cause I never thought myself at liberty to conceal my own name, when 
it cither was asked or might be so. 



€0 KOTES ON THE 

you hare never made a noise about equality, as^lbe^ 
did^ormerly, nor ever truckled to the vice of a court, ai 
they do now : — you differ with them ; and that is enouj^ 
with their intolerant egotism, to prove you both fboland 
luiave* 

The grossness of this utter defiance of candour and eoD» 
aistency would be too despicable for notice, did it not teai 
to bring all profession and principle into doiibt,-— and to^ 
add strength, by so doing, to the scepticism of men of the 
world, and bitterness to the reflexions of those who su&r 
for being otherwise. But let us never forget to separate 
an honest and tried consistency from the vagu^ cottr 
plexional enthusiasm that starts away at the sight ai 
danger, and runs into any and every extreme* The per* 
sons of whom we have been speaking have been always ii| 
extremes, and perhaps the good they are destined to per- 
form in their generation, is to afford a striking lesson of 
the inconsistencies naturally produced by so being. No- 
thing remains the same but their vanity. 

To conclude, before Mr. Southey accepted thdsi^ 
meaner laurels which Apollo, in the succeeding lines, has 
80 much reason to disdain, there was a native goodness 
abput bi» character I and a lai^le ioi ^\«i.d^V\s\»fe Vsi'^ 
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votings, which conciliated regard and made us think of 
^m with a pertinacious kindness. I will not answer, that 
ray ideas of his poetry have not been of too high a de- 
scription on this account, relying as they did on what ap- 
peared to be indicative of a finer species of mind, and to 
promise something greater than he had yet performed ; but 
latterly he seems every day to have been growing more 
and more contented with all sorts of trucklings,— truck- 
Imgs to court, trucklings to common-places, trucklings to 
tte writer's trade. 

0£ all the Lake poets, — those, at least, who have ob- 
tal^ied any eminence,— he is unquestionably the tritest in 
every respect. He is no more to be compared with Mr. 
Wordsworth in real genius than the man who thinks once 
out of a hundred times is with him who thinks the wholef 
hufidred; but that he is at the same time a poet, will be 
^o ''more denied, than that the hundredth part of Mr. 
Wordsworth's genius would make a poet. His fancy per- 
haps has gone little beyond books, but still it is of a truly 
poetical character ;. he touches the affections pleasingly 
thoagh not powerMly ; and his moral vein stands him in 
iteftd> aS'it ought to do, of a good deal <>f dx^vX.-^ xa^'^^x 

a 
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respects. What he wants to the giosSy it a mitiirft! 
strength of thinkings and in the pairtiailary a real style ol 
his own ; for as his simplicity is more a thing of words 
than df thoughts^ he naturally borrows his language firmn 
those who have thought for hkn. What Mr^ Wordsworth 
cohceals from you, or in fact oTereomes by the growth of 
his own mindy Mr. Southey leaves open and bfdd^*-«a di- 
rect imitation, prominent with nothihg but haths^ iiiNb» 
i/ea$f evsnsy and other fragments of old speech. As to hk 
attempt to bring back the Cowleian licentioiisness of m^re 
in another shape, and witibi nothing like an ear to ioaake 
it seducingy it is a mere excuse for haste and wiint of 
study. 

For the more complacent opinion formerly held of Mr. 
Souiliey's general character, Apollo, I am afraid, is iml 
so easily to be defended as myself^ inasmuidh as a want of 
foresight is unbecoming his prophetical character ; — ^but 
this I leave to be settled by some fliture Bitrm an orBir- 
9I0S, whenever he diall do me the honouir to find oiit tbe 
learning of this egregious performance, and publbh the 
Feast of the Poets in two vblumes quarto* AjE»dlo, Mke 
other vivacious spfaritB, chose to do without bis fi>resigfai 
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stmullmeSy— ^as the commentator wiU no doubt hare the 
goodness to show for me* 

Bj the way, speaking of Mr, l^mthey's court laurek, of 
which I have lucidly said enough in another publication^ 
pe^e have not forgotten what he said formerly of ** the 
degraded title of que," add of his objections to write ac* 
c^ditigly under such dqpradation. How is it, that he 
baa not expressed a similar horror at the degraded title 
of Poet Laureat ? He cannot pretend to say that it is 
not 80, for settiitg^aside the remaining f eascms, one of the 
very persons who helped to degrade the one, contributed 
to do as much for the other. Would it not be better in 
some future edition of his works, to alter that word << de« 
gjipided'' into seme more conrenient epithet, such as 
mortUegs for instance,-^that is to say, valueless, — ^nny- 
Istiy I oomcthing that does not give one a pension ? 

1^ t*br Coleridge had vex*d him long since^ I suppose ^ 
By his idlings and gabbling^ and muddling in prose ; — 

Mr« Coisridge is a ttan #f great natwral talents, as they 
who nost lament hss waste of them, are the readiest to 

g2 
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acknowledge. Indeed it is their conviction in this respect, 
which induces them to feel the waste as they do ; and if 
ApoDo shows him no quarter, it is evidently because he 
looks upon him as a deserter. Of bis poetical defects 
enough will be said in speaking of those of Mr. Words- 
worth ; and if as much cannot be said of his kindred 
beauties, it is rather perhaps because he has written less 
and is a man of less industry, than because he does not 
equal the latter in genius. The allusion in the text is to 
his strange periodical publication, called < The Friend.'— 
See Note is. 

There was an idle report, it seems, on the first appear- 
ance of Mr. Coleridge's tragedy, that I was the insti* 
gator of a party to condemn it. The play, as it happened, 
was not condemned, nor does any such party appear to 
have existed ;— the criticism also, which was written upon 
it in the Examiner, by a friend, must have removed, I 
should think, all doubts on that head. It is very certain 
that at the time of its appearance I was too ill to be out 
jof doors, — ^nor is it less so, that regarding myself as a 
reporter of the public judgment in these matters, I never 
thought myself justified in being a party on either side 



FEAST OF THE POETS. 85 

vivd voce, Mr. Coleridge should do more credit to his 
own notions of opposition, than to suppose me capable of 
these idle tricks. If he still persists however in thinking 
it extraordinary ihaJb I should exhibit a more lively regret 
than others at seeing him throw away his fine genius as 
he hsCs done, he may attribute it, if he pleases, to a cause 
from which he seems to have expected a reverse kind of 
treatment, — ^to my having been bred up, as well as him- 
self, in the humble but not unlettered school, over which 
his memory might have thrown a lustre.* 

* The Grammar-school of Christ's HospitaL Of this institution, which 

is of a truly English description, and a sort of medium betwixt the high 

breeding of the more celebrated foundations and the consdous humility 

of the clmrity-school, see a very interesting account in some late nuin- 

bers of the Gentleman's Magazine by my friend Charles Lamb, who 

was contemporary there with Coleridge, and of whose powers of wit and 

^bferVstion I should delight to say more, if he had not confined those 

chief talents of his to the fireside. Mr. Coleridge, I believe^ helped to 

give a new stimulus to the literary ambition of his school-fellows. We 

dttmoi boast of many great names ; but of such as we have, we are fond 

in. proportion to their fewness. It was here that the celebrated Camden 

received the rudiments of his learning ; and I recollect, it used to be a 

proud enjoyment to us to witness the grateful inscriptions in gold letters 

with which Joshua Barnes had adorned the books that he presented to the 

library. As to college honours, at least in the Belles Lettres, it may be 

truly M^d that the achool has of late years grown familiar with them. 
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17 And Wordgwarth, one day^ made his very hairs bristle^ 
By going and changing his harp^or a iMstle* 

The aUusion here scarcely needs a remark ; bul in re* 
vising my verses, and endeavouring to do jiisttee to Mr.. 
Wordtworth, I wa6 anxionsi whenever I mentioned him, 
to show mysdf sensible of the great powers he possesses, 
and with what sort of gtflt he has consented to trMe* 



^8 When one began spoudng the cream qf oruUons 
In praise of bombarding one* s friends and relations ; 

Mr. Coleridge, in his * Friend,' ventured upon a sludiiottl^ 
and even cordial defence (at least so his readers under-^ 
stood it) of the attack on Copenhagen,— ^ne of tboie 
lawless outrages, done in the insolence and impatience of 
power, which at first brought mfamy, and have at last 
brought down retribution, upon the head of Bonaparte* 
The imitation of such actions proves how little the oontest 
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against him was understood at the time, either in its moral 
or political point of view, or rather in its only proper point 
of view, which fiomprises both; — ^bnt the wcnrld appears to 
have learnt hetlier since. The above parenthesis is used 
in speaking of the general acceptation of Mr. Coleridge's 
meaning, because he himself^ it sfpears, has astounded 
sotte people hy deprecating such a construction* 



I 19 And i^oA^r some lines he had made an a strain f 

Shcmng h&te he had found Uf and tehat it UHisJor, 

' I sm told, OQ v^ good au^ritj, that this parody 

ij. 

U upim Mr.Wordivrort&'s w^rststjle of writisi; has been 

f tdceft fi^r a serious ^ttiact £rom hkn, and panegyrized 

I accordingly, with much grave wonderment how I could 

. find it fidicid€fus«-^ee the iie^t note. 
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^0 And all cried at last ttdth a passion sublime^ 

" 2%w, this is the Prince of the Bards of his Time P^ 

Whatever may be the faults of Mr. Wordsworth, it ceiv 
tainly appears to me, that we have had no poet »in€e the 
days of Spenser and Milton, — so allied in the better part 
of his genius to those favoured men, not excepting even 
CollinSy who saw farther into the sacred places o£ poetry 
than any poan of the last age. Mr. Wordsworth speaks 
less of the vulgar tongue of the profession ^han any writer 
since that period ; he always thinks when he speaks, has 
always words at command, feels deeply, fancies richly, 
and never descends from that pure and elevated morality^ 
which is the native region of the first order of poetienl 
spirits. 

To those who doubt the justice of this character, and 
who have hitherto seen in Mr. Wordsworth nothing bat 
trifling and childishness, and who at the same time speak 
with rapture of Spenser and Milton, I would only recom- 
mend the perusal of such poems as the Female yagi:ant. 
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( see " Ljrrical Ballads and other Poems," vol. 1 , pa. 85 ) , — 
a little piece on the Nightingale, at p. 312, ^ the three 
little exquisite pieces from p. 128 to ISl, another at 
p. 31 S, — the Old Cumberland Beggar (a piece of perfect 
description philosophized), — Louisa, the Happy War- 
ner, to H. C, the Sonnet entitled London, anpther on 
.Westminster Bridge, another beginning ** The World 
is too much with us," the majestic simplicity of the Ode 
to Duty, a noble subject most nobly treated, and the 
sm^le, deep-felt, and calm yet passionate grandeur of the 
poem entitled Laodamia. If after this, they can still see 
nothing beautiful or great in Mr. Wordsworth's writings, 
we must conclude that their insight, into the beauties of 
'Spenser and Milton is imaginary, — and that they speak in 
ffraise of those writers as they do in dispraise of Mr; Words- 
wcnrth, merely by rote. 



*' Another poem on this bird mentioned in the former edition was, I 
afterwards found, Mr. Coleridge's ; and I had to congratulate myself ac- 
cordingly on having said what I had, in a previous note, respecting his 
congeniality with Mr. Wordsworth in point of real powers. It is a pity 
that all the poems written by Mr. Coleridge are not collected in one publi- 
cation. 
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It may be asked me theo, wfay^ with such tipnuDBs aa I 
entertain of the greatness of Mr. Wordsworth's gentasi he 
is treated as he is in some of the verses before ut; I an^^. 
swar, because he almses that genius mo as Milton or 
Spenser nerer abused it, and so as to endanger those 
l^at ends of poetry, by n^di it c^oidd assist the uses 
and refresh the spirits of life. From him, to whom mndi 
is giveD, much shall be required* Mr. Wordswetth is ca» 
paUe of h&skg at the head of a new and great age of 
poetry ; and in point of fact, I da not d43ny thai lie is sa 
already, as the greatest poet of the present ;-*-4>ul in poiMl 
of eibct, in point of delight and vUiity, he appears to me 
to hare made a mistidce unwordiy of him, and to hare 
sought by eccentricity and by a turning away from so- 
ciety, what he might have obtained by keeping to ys 
proper and more neighbourly sphere. Had he written al* 
ways in the spirit of the pieces above-mentioned, his reap 
ders would have felt nothing but delight and gr^tude ; 
but another spirit interferes, eakidatedio de good neitiier 
to their taste nor reflections ; and after having been ele- 
vated and depressedy reftedxed and sickened, pahiedf 
pleased, and tortured, we sometimes close his volumes, ii 
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we fiaifih a melanckoly day, with feelings th»t would go to 
sleep in forgetfulness, and full waking &culties loo bqsy 
to suffer it« 

The theory of Mr. Wordswortby-^f I may vfiHtire to 
give in a few words my eon«truction of the curioiid a«d» 
HI many respects^ ^wrf nia$terly preface io the Lyrioal 
BoUadSy is this>*^hat owing to a variety of existing causes^ 
among whieh are the accnmuUtion of men in cities iind 
tl^ niecessary uniformity of their occupations,— and iikt 
eensef n^it crating for extraordinary incident, which the 
present state of the w^ld is qiuck to gratify^ the taste of 
sociely has become so vitiated and so accustomed to gross 
arimnbtnts, such as ** frmitie Hov^ rickly and 9i\xfiA 
Giermaa tragedies, and delugf s of i^He and €fl:tramg(int 
atariea in verse/' as to require the counteraction of soiae 
simpler and more primitive food, v^ijch should restore tOh 
readiers their true tone of enjoyment, and enable them to 
nriiali once more the beauties of »mplicity and nature ;;»— 
dttit, to this purpose, a poet in the present age, wha 
looked upon men with his proper eye, as an entertainer 
and instructor, should chuse subjects as far removed as 
possible from artificial excitements, and appeal to the 
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great and primary affections of our nature ; — thirdly and 
lastly, that these subjects, to be worthily and effectrrely 
treated, should be clothed in language equally artless. I 
pass over the contingent parts of the Preface, though 
tduching out, as they go^ some beautiful ideas respecting 
poets and poetry in general, both because I have nei^er 
time nor room to consider them, and because they are not 
so immediate to my purpose. I shall merely observe, by 
the way, that Mr. Wordsworth, though he has a fine M9- 
tonic ear, does not seem to have exercised his reflection^ 
much on the subject of versification, and must protest 
against that attempt of his to consider perfect poetiry as 
not essentially connected with metre, — an innovation, 
which would detract from the poet's properties, and shitt 
up one of the finest inlets of his enjoyment and nouriiAeTS 
of his power, — the sense of the harmonious. * 

Now the object of the theory here mentioned has clearly 
nothing in the abstract, that can o£Pehd tho soundest gbbd 
sense or the best poetical ambition. In fact, it id oii^ 



* In the preface to the kte edition of his poems, p. 18, Mr. Words- 
worth seems to have tadtty retracted on this head. 
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sayings in other words, that it is high time for poetry in 
general to return to nature and to a natural style, and that 
he win perform a great and useful work to society, who 
iahall assist it to do so. I am not falling, by this interpre- 
tation, into the error which Mr. Wordsworth very justly 
deprecates, when he warns his readers against affecting to 
agree with him in terms, when they really differ with him 
in taste. Hie truth which he tells, however obvious, is 
necessary to be told, and to be told loudly; and he should 
enjoy the. praise which he deserves, of having been the 
first, in these times, to proclaim it. But the question is, 
(and he himself puts it at the end of his Preface,) has 
Mr. Wordsworth ** attained his object ?" Has he acted 
up to his theory? Has he brought back that natural 
Htyle, and restored to us those healthy and natural per- 
ceptions, which he justly describes as the proper state of 
pUjT poetical constitution ? I think not. He has shown 
t|^ he could do it, and in many instances he has set the 
eauunple; but the effect of at least many other passages in 
his poetry, and those, I believe, which he views with most 
partiality, appears to me to be otherwise : it tends, in my 
mind, to go to the other extreme of what he deprecates. 
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Atid to dUbititute one set of disefased peroeptioBfl far aaa» 
th€»'. 

Deligtit or utility is the aim of the poet. Mr« Wordife^ 

worth, like one who has a true sdnse of the dignity of Ui 

profession, would Unite both ; and indeed, for their per« 

feet ends^ they cannot be separated* He finds then our 

taete for the one iritiated, and our profit of the other do* 

i^oyed, and he says to us, ** Your complexion is dis« 

eased ;— 'your blood fevered ; you endeavour to keep up 

your pleasurable sensations by stimulants too violent to 

last, and which must be suooeeded by others of ttlH 

grent^r violence ;— this will not do : your mind wants ait 

lUid exercise^^-f^osh thoughts and neural excitements :-^ 

up, my fi^etid ; come out with me among the beauties of 

nature and Oie simplldties of IMe^ and fiael the brtadi of 

hei^von about yott/^-*<^No adviee can be better: welM 

the call instinctively; we get up, aecompany the poel 

into his walks^ and acknowledge them to be the best and 

most boautlM ; but what do we meet there ? Idiot Boys, 

Mad Motheti) Wanderhig Jewi, Visitations of Ague, 

IlkKaU WoMeu left to d»p on the road, and Frefisied 

MarinefB^ who are fitted to accoit us with tales that 
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aknoit make one's fiiculties topple over**—- These jffe 
his relreskiiig thoughts, his natural excitements; and 
when yon hafe finished with these, you shall have the 
sttallesi of your fugitive reflections arrested and em- 
bodied in a long lecture upon a thorn, or a story of a 
dtt£fel^cloak| tBl thorns and duffiel-cloaks absolutely con- 
fonnd ymit with their importance in life ^-«and these are 
his elementary feelmgs, his calm and counteracting sim^ 
pticHieSk 

Let liie reader Observe that I ain not objecting to thHe 
ittbjects in behalf of that cowardly self-love falsely called 
si^s^biHty^ or merely because th^ are of what is termed 
H disiressitig description, but because th^ are carried to 
tsk (^Bem$ thai defeats the poet's intention, and distresses 
ttl nil ^T^Mlsd. Nor should I select them as exhibitmg a 
pitrl of the character of Mr. Wordsworth's writings, ra- 
ther thflUi pass them over as what they really are, tho 
ddbcts of a great poet,*— if the author himself had not 

^ J)lf U«i 9f theie ** i^ and «xtrfty«g]Uit stories" was written, it 
seems, by Mr. Coleridge. The pieces, by the way, supplied by this gentle-^ 
man, have been left out of the late collection of Mr. Wordswotth's 



96 NOTSl^PNTHS 

especiaUy invited our attention towards th^aiia^ part „^ 
his system of counteraction, and if these and his ocqat 
sional puerilities of style, in their disadvantageous effect 
upon his readers, did not involve the whole character and 
influence of his poetry. 

But how is our passion for stimulants to be allayed by 
the jsubstitution of stories like Mr. Wordsworth's? H<9 
wishes to turn aside 0|ir thirst for extraordinary intelli- 
gence to more genial sources of interest, and he gives 113 
accounts of mothers who hav^ gone m^d at the loss of 
their children, of others who have. killed their's in tbie 
most horrible manner, and of hard-hearted masters whose 
imaginations have revenged upon them the curses of the 
poor.. In like manner, he. would clear up and simplici^ce 
our thoughts ; and he tells us tales of children that hai^% 
no notion of death, of boys who would halloo to a iai)d-«; 
scape nobody knew. why, and of. an hundred ine2(|>re88iblc^ 
sensations, intended by nature no doubt to affiect us, and 
even pleasurably so in the general feeling, but only calcu- 
lated to perplex or sadden us in our attempts at analysis. 
Now it appears to me, that all the craving after intelli-' 
Sence, which Mr. Wordswortbimfgines tobe thebane of; 
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lite piresent state of society, is a liealtby appetite iii com- 
paritfon to thcfse morfoid abstraction^: the fonner tends, at 
way rate, to fil the eyes of mankind in a lively manner 
upon the persons that preside over their interests, and to 
keep up a certain demand for knowledge and public im- 
J^rovemexit ; — the latter, under the guise of interesting us 
in the individuals of our species, turtis our thoughts away 
from society and men altogether, alid nourishes that ere- 
fl^ical vagueness of sensation, — 4hat making a business of 
reverie, — that despair of getting to any conclusion to any 
pmrpose, which is the next step to melancholy or indiffer-^ 
ence. 

It is with this persuasioti,<^a persuasion^ which has 
not come to me through the want of acquaintance either 
Mth solitude or society, or with the ciires of either, — that 
I have ventured upon the piece of ridicule in the text« 
Mr. Wordsworth has beautifully told us, that to him 



the meinett flow'r that blows can give 



Thoughts that do often lie too deep for tears. 

I have no doubt ol^ it; and far be it from me to cast 
stones into the wett b which they lie^ — to disturb those 



9% >^^iQtrM^/^msfm r 

reppsmg watevstr^lii^t fr^sbn^B at dije ba^l#m plmB^m 
b^artey-^those though^ whjqh if they a^r^ tea deqp- for 
^ars, are i^so, iu their be^t mood» too tfranqiiil ey^lipir 
9^iles. Far be it abo firom me to hinder tlui^ comiqonBm! 
tiofi of luoh thpughta ]bo pa|u|ldnd» wh^ A^.ar«i|Q( pu^k 
beyond Aeir proper di^h, iso •as-tQ m^ke-oppi^iw ^ 
looking down to them. The walk. pC Sh^ltq^tgr^ k M Pf 
them ; but he haajoiiMiaged %o i^ply tbem ti9 ^^tifWffti 
refirediing purpo«ea; aad^ 1)«8 giyen ag; but <»i^ faisd <t; 
clu3e in hb whj^e worksi---t&emi^n<^oly}jaf\^^.,,Sh^ 
we jforgetfjtbe littractioiid which this mefeitch^dy pIpleiAf 
pherfelt towards another kind of philosopher, whom bf 
me iatbe fc^rest, apftd who made a j^t^^ctf ev^dBhwig? 
Let us be eurei tl^at tbi£^ is pne of the resiid^oof .ipashlnf 
eiir abstraptiops too far^ aikd pfthat dai^erpi^fiirtf^wbi^ 
l^.'Wosd|;worUi haf cj^imed^fi^r his 8i|33pler,pj^e^e%rdP^ 
giving iinpoHAace to ac^ticMiff. End aljiiatipi^ by^ oiOv^i^il^ 
ingSy instead of adapting our feelings to the importimce 
they possess. The consequence of this, If^ciarried into % 
system, would be, that we could make any thing or no- 
thing jinppitant, just as dufeased of; h^abky- unpi^laes tpM 
us,'-^a stijaw m^ght awaken ip ^-^ ^°^^7}K^^^}P^P^ 
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not as uteliil refleetions, as the- fdloW-creature 
Aat lay. upon it; till at last, perplexed between^llie ion- 
portance which every thing had obtained in our imagina)- 
tions, and the little use of this new systeni of equality to 
die action and government of li^, we m%ht turn from eleT> 
▼atiiig to dispreciatmg^-rffrom thinking trifling things! im*- 
|>ortant)td diiiddngriniportaiit things tHfling; andx»mclude 
ettir ^taie c£ ^Ltrentes bj closing In with expedience and 
beeon^ng men ai the world«-^I would hot wiMingiy disturb 
the Bpbity in Which these remarks are writl^ii, by imj^lea- 
sa&talliisioiis : but among the nuibeirous afiquatniotneees of 
Mr. Wbrdsworth^ who hare MUh in with his v tb€K>rie8y 
f&ehaipt he may be reminded of some^ ?n^o hwt lei^evapl^ 
fied' idbat I-mean. > He himsdif^ thoiigk markt^ras.goveisif 
nii^iit pcdperty^ may walk about hia'fidds uniB|Ured> ftom 
theutodsifiiplici^of Hftljfefmdfcom very ignorii^of wbat 
h6*harmbdergo^e;rbuitilio^Q'who liefer poesesaed-Mie real 
wiidohttaf bis'simplieity/ will habdly rretain the.viiituie ; . and 
^ift less^fuealthy mto, atiim libit the IwOrsi; toite of hi8:ne»- 
ireriew<)tddinflfll^>lyfbe^u8yB^toillatIc of a iveak sftate t)f 
(itomaeh 3rlith^ji0ton[tofva fine iMv^ii^ o££mcy^ 
oflessnBtellect^ithe*dmita|ioiiiofiriB smaller isimptici^ies is 

h2 
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little else but an announcement of that vanity and weak* 
ness of mind, which is open to the first skilful corrupter 
ihat wishes to make use of it. 

' With regard to the language in which Mr. Wordswooth 
says that poetry should be written^ his mistake seems to 
be this,— that instead of allowing degrees and differences 
in what is poetical, he would have all poetry to be one and 
the same in point of style, and no distinction allowed be- 
tween natural and artificial associations. Nobody will 
contend with him that the language of nature is the best 
of all languages, and that the poet is at his height when 
he can be most fanciful and most feeling in expressions 
the most neighbourly and intelligible ; but the poet may 
sometimes chuse to show his art in a manner more artful, 
and appealing to more particular associations than what 
are shared by the world at large, as those of classical rea* 
ders for instance. It is true, by so doing, he narrows his 
dominion, and gives up the glory of a greater and more 
di£Bcult sway ; but he still rules us by a legitihiate title, 
and is stiU a poet. In the one instance, he must have all 
the properties of the greatest of his profession,-— fancy,feel* 
ing, knowledge ;— 'in the:other9 he Tequirea less feelingi 
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and for knowledge maj substitute learning ;— a great in- 
^iority no doubt, but still only differing in degree, for 
learning is but the knowledge of books, as knowledge is 
the learning of things. Mr. Wordsworth, to illustrate 
nrhat he means, quotes the following sonnet of Gray, and 
says that ^ the only part of it, which is of any value, is 
the lines printed in Italics :" * . 

la vain to me the smiling mornings shine^ 

And reddening Phcebus lifts his golden fire ; 
The birds in vain their amorous descant join, 

Or cheerful fields resume their green attire. 
These ears alas ! for other notes repine, 

A different ofyect do these eyes require^ 
My lonely anguish melts no heart but mtn«, 

And in my breast the imperfect joys expire ; 
Tet morning smiles the busy race to cheer, 

And new-bom pleasure brings to happier men ; 

* We repeat this sonnet with the less hesitation, because it does not ap-> 
pear in the usual editions of Gray, though one of the best and most original 
'Of. his compositions. It was written on the death of his friend Richard 
West. By the way, however, he cannot help plagiarizing in the very 
midst of his feelings, — at least, he naturally incurs the suspicion of so doing 
- by his general habits of that kind. The last verse is exactly like a saying 
of Solon's^ which is thus related in Bacon's Apophthegms : — " Solon, when 
he wept for his son's death, and one said to him, * Weeping will not help,' 
tnswerec^ ' Alas, therefore I weep, because weeping will not help.* '* 



i 
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Tbe fields to all their wonted tr^te bee- f 
To warm their little loves the birds complain. 

IJruuless mourn to him that cannot heart 
And weep the more because I weep in vain. 

For the lines not marked in Italics much certainly cannot 

be said; but their chief faulty in point of association^ and 

as specimens of the secondary species of poetry, is that 

they are misplaced; otherwise, in a piece professedly 

dealing in metaphorical and classical allusions, they would 

still be poetical, because still fanciful and because still 

referring to natural emotions* But the fairest mode of 

settling the question is to instance distinct pieces of the 

respective kinds, not those in which natural and artificial 

language interfere with each other and only serve to show 

the great superiority of the former over the latter. If 

Shakspeare, for example, had written only those two 

lines, one in the Merchant of Venice^ where he speaks of 

moonlight, 

How sweet the moonlight sleeps upon this bank, 

and the other in Lear, where the poor old heart-bursting 
king; finding his trembling Angers too weak for him, and 
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y^t not forgetting ihehabittUil politeness of hi»rank, turns 
to somebc^dy and says. 

Pray you undo this button '—thank you, Sir— 

he would have left to all posterity two exquisite proofs of 
his natural greatness in poetry, the one for fancy, the 
other for feeling. But on the other hand, Collins has left 
us little or nothing written in a natural language ; — almost 
the whole of his thoughts are turned upon personifications 
and learned abstractions, and expressed in what may be 
called the learned language of poetry ; yet to say nothing 
of his Odes on the Passions and Manners, tliere would be 
sufficient in that on the Poetical Character to stamp him a 
true poet; and Mr. Wordsworth, by the way, with an evident 
feeling to this effect, has written an ode to his memory. 
It is the same with what t)ryden calls the ** admirable 
Grecisms" of Milton. * Milton could write with a natural 
greatness, though not so well as Shakspeare ; but he chose 
also at times to be more artificial, and if he has been so 
ioa often, it only shows that his genius had less natural 

' * E«89y on SatfcjB^ preyed to the J^vellaL 
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greatness about it and a smaller caoscioiifl^ess of resQOi oeS|t 
not that he had then put off his poetry altogetbei:* Ha4 
he heard, in his time, of the project for excluding all Ian* 
guage and all associations from poetry, but those of na- 
tural passion and humanity, he would have spoken w'xtik 
new feelings of the cessation of those ancient oracles, tbat 
have breathed out upon us a second inspiration ; he wpi^^ 
have lamented that 

Apollo from his shrine 

Should no mcn^ divine» ^ . 

With hollow shriek the steep of Delphos leaving ; 

and have told us, with a share in the general sorrow, ho^ 

The lonely mountains o*er, 
And the resounding shore, 

A voice of weeping heard, and loud lament t 
From haunted spring and dale, 
Edg*d with poplar pale, 

The parting Genius is with sighing sent; 
With flow*r-inwoven tresses torn 
The Nymphs in twilight shade of tangled tliicket mourn. 

If it were merely to keep such verses as these fresh for 
posterity, it would be worth while to protest against the 
exclusion of one species of poetry, merely because it has^ 
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aa^lder and nobler brother. But the truth is, the exclu- 
sion would do harm to the cause of poetry In general ; it 
would cut oSf as we have seen, a direct portion of the 
skilful and delightfiil from poetry, — it would hinder a 
number of subjects from being treated poetically, that are 
now recommendable to the world ^y the process of versi- 
fication ; — it would rid us of one set of pretenders only to 
inundate us with another much more insufferable, the pre- 
tenders to simplicity; and finally, it would take away from 
the poetical profession something that answers to good 
breeding in manners, and that keeps it clear from rusticity 
and the want of an universal reception; for Shakspeare, 
who might be thought a counter-example from his want of 
scholastic learning, is in fact a singular example the other 
way> enriching the ground-work of his writings with 
figures -and metaphors even to crowding, and evidently 
alive to all the use and dignity of classical allusion : — ^not 
that a poet is always to be showing his reading or learn- 
ing, or letting the secret of his taste escape him ; but that 
hia taste in one respect, if managed like Shakspeare's, 
will teach him to feel what is best and most tasteful in 
others, and enable him tp give a jiimple or passionate ex- 
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pression as much |)erfection od the score of nature, as^ 
compounded and elaborate one iipdn thai of art. Mr* 
Wordsworth, with sometfiing of a'consciousnete on liiiir 
head, talks of selection in the very midst of what appears 
to others an absolute contempt of it. Now iselection has 
an eye to effect, and is an acknowledgment that what is 
always at hand, though it may be equally natural, is not 
equally pleasing. Who are to be the judges then between 
him and his faults? Those, I think, who, delighted witli 
his nature, and happy to see and to allow that he has oie-^ 
rits of his own superior to his felicitous imitati<His of 
Milton, (for the latter, after all, though admired by some 
as his real excellence, are only the occasional and per^ 
haps unconscious tributes of his admiration,) a!re yet'dis-^ 
satisfied and mortified with such encounterings of the b^K 
man, as * Harry Gill and We are Seten ;' — ^wha think, thgi 
m some of the effusions called * Moods of MyOwn Mind/ 1^' 



* This title is omitted in the last edition.— Yet, in objecting to these 
{fieces, it is impossible, I think, for any poetical mind -not t6 carried awqr 
vith the enthiisiasin of the song to a Skylark, or not to value the pure and 
exquisite sentiment wrapped . up in the little piece on a Rainbow. See 
vol. 1, of the late collection, pp. 268 and 1. 
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he mifUikes the commoner process of reflection for it» 
result, and the ordinary, everj-day musings of any lovet 
of the. fields for original thinking; — ^who are of opinion^ 
in short, that there is an extreme in nature as well a» 
in art, and that this extreme, though i^ot equally re* 
moved fi»M9i the point of perfection, is as different from 
what 'it 'Ought to be and what nature herself intended it to 
be^.as.the ragged horse in the diosert is to the .beautiful 
creature! under the Arab, or the dreaiper in a hermitage 
to tbe wakipg philosopher in society* 

To conclude this inordinate note : Mr. Wordsworth, in 
€^jectiBg to one es^treme, has gone to another,-Tthe na* 
tunJ oommencen^eat p^haps of all revolutions. He thin^^ 
u^OYtT'^active^ and would make us over-contempl^tiYe,— * 
arr&ult notlikely to extaid very ^dely, but which ought 
sliU to be deprecated for the sake of tliose to whom it 
would. We are, he thinks, too much croTrded together, 
and too : subject, in iconsequence, tot high-fevered tastes 
apd .worldly infections. Granted :- — ^he, ,on the other hand, 
live» too much apart, and i3 subject, we think, to low* 
fevered tastes and solitary morbidities ;---but as there is 
health in both of us, suppose both parties strike a bar- 



I 
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gaiiiy-— he to come among us a little more and get a trCie 
sense of our action,— we to go out of oursdves a little 
oflener and acquire a taste for his contemplation. We 
will make more holidays into nature with him ; biit he, in 
fairness, must earn them, as well as ourselves, by sharing 
our working-days : — ^we will emerge oflener into his fields, 
sit dangling our legs over his styles, and cultivate a due 
respect for his daffodils ; but he, on the other hand, must 
grow a little better acquainted with our streets, must put 
up with our lawyers, and even find out a heart or so 
among our politicians : — in short, we will recollect that 
we have hearts and brains, and will feel and ponder a 
little more to purify us as spirits ; but he will be good 
enough, in return, to cast an eye on his hands apA 
tnuscles, and consider that the putting these to their pur- 
poses is necessary to complete our part in this world as 
organized bodies* <2 

Here is the good to be done on both sides ; and as 
society, I believe, would be much bettered in conse- 
quence, so there is no man, I am persuaded, more capa- 
ble than Mr. Wordsworth, upon a better acquaintance 
with society, to have done it the service. Without that 



FEAST OF THE POETS. 109 

no^iuuntanc^, his reputation in poetry, though very great, 
mMy be little more salutary than that of anEmpedocles in 
j^ilosophy or a Saint Francis in religion : — with it, he 
might have revived the spirit, the glory, and the utility of 
a Shakspeare.* 



' 2* And old Peter Pindar turned pakf and suppress^d^ 
JVM a death'bed sensation^ a blasphemous jest. 

It is a pity that this pleasant reprobate had not a little 
more principle in his writings, for he has really a most 



♦ Since this note^ with little yariation, was written, Mr. Wordsworth 

- has collected his minor pieces into the two volumes so often referred to» 
fiid has publidied also two new and large poems, the * Excursion,' and the 
* White Doe of Rylstone.* It does not strike me, however, that I should 

"^ "iMer it any further in consequence ; though I confess I have risen, if pos- 
sible, in my adnuration of this great graiius. The White Doe, it is true^ 
which seems to have been written some time back, does not appear to be 
among his happiest performances, though contdning, as almost all his per- 

nftjJAiianceB do, touches of exquinte beauty. It is a narrative poem; and 
j^bere if something in this kind of writing too much out in the world for the 
author's habitual powers. Reverie has been his delight ; and the Excur- 
sion, with some objectionable parts on the old scores is a ftuccessicm of 

, aoUe lereiiet* 
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original vein of humour^ — such a mixture oi auap¥idtyi 
archn^s, and power 6f language, with an air of Iiish he^ 
lessnesd running througliouty as is itfresiiittibly amusing, iuid 
constitutes him a class by himself^ He is the Fimti^eiif 
lampooners. — I know not whether any bodyofer^iov^hl 
of turning to him for his versification; but the lovers c^the 
English heroic would be pleased, as well as surprised, td 
find in his management of it a more easy asd varidut 
music than in mvLth higher poeti^« 



^ And with vine-leaves and Jumjhup'Ond'kitS'in^^ Tdrik 
Mooters. 

The meaning of all these int^eoronations is not as Ob- 
vious, I am afraid, as it might be. ' The cypfessiis'a foi^e- 
real evergreen; — the thistle the Scotch emblem;— the 
blow-beH atiothef description of thiistle,- 'fiixiisy-hl^ajted; 
and liable to have its swelling character altered by the 
first gustof ^Hnd ;'^and the mandragonte^oriiiaBdrakOj'ift 
the old lethargic vegetable, which is associated with so 
many mysterious stories, and said to groan if yoaoffief 'to 
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dittinfb it \Same eakis given to Mr. Caittpbell for hit 
fiaval odes, and the shamrock to Mr. Moore for that ar- 
ckmt Md disintererted patriotism,, which has done him 
such honour, particularly with those who know how much 
it has cost him. The celandine is the flower especially 
diosen by Mr. Wotdsworth for his peculiar patronage; 
imd to this is added pine and aloe, the first for its lofty 
growth in mountain solitudes, and the second for its blow- 
ing once in a hundred years. The allusion of the willow 
and of the vine-leaves is obvious ; and iiirks-cap, creeper, 
penny-royal, and Jump-up-and-kiss-me, want no explana- 
tioDy except that the last is one of the variety of names> 
which the fondness of popular admiration, in all countries-, 
has lavished upon the beautiful little tri-cploured violet, 
CQHompnlv calle4 the Heart's«ease. 
. I^.is pleasant to light upon a^ universal favourite, whose 
uaerits, answer one's expectation. We know little or no- 
thing of the common flowers among the ancients ; but as 
xiplet9 in general have their due mention among the poets 
t^|,^ve come down to us, it is to be concluded that the 
Heart'£(7eas^ Qould not miss its particular admiration, — ^if 
i])d^^ it existed among them in its perfection. The mo- 
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^ern Latin name for it is Flos Jovis or Jove's £ow«i»^ 
an appellation rather too worshipful for its little ifHuMiiig 
delicacy, and more suitable to the greatness of an hydrsiH 
gia or to the diadems of a rhododendron. 

Qjuseque per irriguas quaerenda Sisymbiia yalles 
Crescunt, nectendis cum myrio nata corcinis ; 
Flosque Jovis yarius, foUi tricoloris, et ipsi 
Far violae, nuUoque tamen spectatus odore. 

Rapini Hortonim, lib. 1. 

With all the beauties in the Tallies bred, 
Wild Mint, that's bom with myrtle crowns to wed* 
And Jove*s own l^lowV, that shares the violet's pride. 
Its want of scent with triple charm sup];^ed* 

The name given it by the Italians is Flammolaf the Little 

I 

Flame, an appellation which, since writing this note, 1 
have found to be taken from the Greeks, by whom it was 
called Phhxy a Flame. See Cowley's praise of it, anj 
the note on the passage, Phntarum Lib. 4* The Froid 
are perfectly aimable with theirs: — ^they call it Peru^lH 
Thought, from which comes our word Pansy :— 

«* There's rosemary," says poor Ophelia; « thsitVIlM 
remembrance ; — ^pray you, love, remember ; — and there ii 
pansies, — that's for thoughts." Drayton, in his world t 
luxuries, * The Muse'«E\y8i\xm,' ^lnotehefkirljr stiflejryoi 
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widi sweets, has given, under this namei of it, a very 
briUiaiit image of its e&ct in a wreath of flowers: — the 
nymph says 

Here damask roses, white and red, 

Out of my lap first take I, 
Which still shall run along the thread ; 

My chiefest flow*r this make I. 
Amongst these roses in.a row. 

Next place I pinks in plenty, 
These double-daisies then for show ; 

And will not this be dainty? 
The pretty Pansy then 1*11 tye, 

Like stones some chain enchasing ; 
The nesct to them, their near ally, 

The purple riolet placing. 

Nymphal 5th. 

Milton, in his fine way» gives us a picture in a word, 

-^— the Vasayjreak^d with jet. 

Xt m also one of the flowers with which he strews the 
nuptial couch of Adam and Eve. Another of its names 
18 Love-dn^dlenessy imder which it has been again cele- 
brated by Shakspeare, to whom we must always return, 
for any thing and for every thing ;-^i8 fairies make potent 
use of it in the Midsummer-Nights' Dream. The whole 
passilge ji fiill oC tttch exquisite fancieat ^v&&^ ^\^ ^^^^ 
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noble expressiona and fine suggestions of sentiment, tlitft 
I will indulge myself and lay it before the reader at once, 
that he may not interrupt himself in his chair ^— 

Obb&ok. My gentle Puck, come hither: — thou rememberest, 
Since once t sat upon a promontory, 
And heard a mermaid, on a dolphin's back, 
Uttering such dulcet and harmonious breath, 
That the rude sea grew civil at her song, 
And certain stars shot madly from their spheres 
To hear the sea-maid's music? 

PccK. 1 remember. 

Obxrok. That yeiy time I saw (but thou could'st.not), t 

Flying betwixt the cold earth and the moon* | 

Cupid all arm*d :•— a certun aim he took | 

At a fair vestal, throned by the west, 
And loo8*d his love-shaft smartly from bit bow, 

As it diould pierce a hundred thousand hearts : \ 

But I might see young Cupid's fiery shaft 
Qjuencbed in the chast^ beams of the watery moon ; 
And the imperial votaress pass'd on, . 

In muden meditation, fancy free. 
Y«t inarkM I where the bolt of Cupid fen :—. 
It fell upon a little western flower,— 

Before, milk-white, — now purple with love's wound, — 'i 

And maidens call it Love^^n-idleTieis. 
Fetch me that flow'r,— the herb I show'd thee once : 
The juice of it, on sleeping eyelids laid, 
Will make or man or woman madly -dote 
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Upoa the next five creature that it sees. 
Fetch me that herb ; and be thou here again, 
Ere the leviathan can swim a league. 

Puck. 1*11 put a girdle round about the earth 

In forty minutes. . 

Act 2^ Sc2^ 

Besides these names of Love'in'idlenessj Pansy^ Heart^S' 
easCf and Jump-up^nd''hisS'me^ the tri-coloured violet is 
called aisoy in various cwmtrf-i^kce^^ Ike herb Trinity^ 
Three'faceS'Under'a'-hoodf Pink-of-mi/'Jc^yii Kiss'-me^be^ 
hind'the-garden-gc^f and CtuhUe»me<4o-^0Uf which seems 
to &ave been altered b]^ 0Ofnfe^ke a{>prehenfiidn into the 
less vivacious reiquest of CulMe^o^it. * " 

In short/ the t^ersians' theib^lves have not' a^gre^ter 
number of fond appellat?6ns 'foi^ the nxte^ thiEm the people 
of Europe for the Heart's-eilse. Fd^ niy -partj ta whotai 
gaiety and ccmipanidiiship kr^ nfore than iytdTAstrdf wdi^ 
come Cfn many fK^dtmis, T' dannbt ' IHit 1^>edk ivfA gral^ 
tude of this liltlfe fl^ery-^dni^ of iiiany with which fair 
and dear inend» have adorned my j^ison^hotise^ and the 
one which out-lasted all the r^st. ' 
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*8 The tvines toere all nectar of different smacks 
To tohich Muskat xvas nothings nor Virginis Lac, 
Nof nor Lachryma Christie though clearly divine^ 
Nor Monteptdciano, though King qfaU Wine. 

I do not profess to have tasted these foreign luxuries, i 

i 

except in the poetry of their admirers. Virginis Lac and 
Lachryma ChriBti,'^ Virginis MUk and Christ* s Tears f^ 
are names given to two favourite wines by the pious 
Italians^ whose familiarity with the objects of their devo- 
tion is as well known as it is natural. The former seems 
to be a white wine^ — ^the latter is of a deep red. Muskatf 
or Moscadell, is so called from the odour of its grape* 
The two latter are mentioned among other Tuscan a»d 
Neapolitan wines by Redi in his < Bacco in Toscana ;' t(Ut 
his &vourite is MontepulcianOi which at the conclu4oB 
and climax of the poem, is pronounced by Bacchus hi#' 
self, in his hour of trwdsporti to be the sovereign Ji- 
quor :-^ 
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Onde ogniun, che di Lieo 
Riverente il nome adora, 
Ascolti questo altissimo decreto, 
Che Bassareo pronunzia, e gli dia fe, 
Montepulciano d* ogm Vino i il Re* 

Then all that bow down to the nod. 

Of the care-ldlling, vintager God, 

Give ear and give faith to his edict divine. 

That MorUeimlciano's the King (yfaU Wine* 



** / mum^t forget thoughy that Bob, like a gander. 
Would give a *^ great geniuSy^* — one Mr, Landor ; — 

Mr. Walter Savage Landor, a very worthy person, I be- 
lieve, and author of an epic piece of gossiping called * Ge- 
bir,' upon the strength of which Mr. Southey dedicated 
to him his * Curse of Kehama.' There is really one good 
passage in Gebir about a sea-shell, and the author is one 
df those dealers in eccentric obscurity, who might pro- 
mise to become something if they were boys ; but these 
gentlemen have now been full grown for some time, and 
are equally too old and too stubborn to alter. I forbear 
to rake up the political allusions in a i^ocsov^Vvv^ \n5^q^ 
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knows ; and shall say as little about those in Mr* Soudiey's 
Joan of ArCy &c. but they are such as should make the 
Laureat and his friends cautious how they resented 
other people^s opinions, and dealt about epithets of in- 
dignity. 



** And Walter looked up too^ and beg^d to propose 
A particular Jriend qfhisy — one Mr* Rose, 

Mr. William Stewart Rose, a son of the Right Honour- 
able George Rose, and an intelligent man, but no poet. 
He is author of some gentlem9nly, common-place versions 
of old romances, which Mr. Walter Scott desmbes as 
stories " well told" in modem verse. 



26 < Por poets f^ he said^ * xjoho 'soould cherish their po^ixierSf 
And hopd to be deathless^ must keep to good hours.* 

This is a truism^ which in a luxurious state of socie^, 
it may not be unnecessary to repeat. At sudi timesy 
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poets are mpre in request than eTer, and being personages 
wild can enjoy as well ais contribute to enjoyment, are 
more than ever liable to be spoilt. Never was a more 
vulgar mistake than that a true genius for poetry can do 
widiout study, — meaning by study, a careful research 
into evety thing, books as well as men. A genius for 
poetry is nothing but a finer liability to impressions ; but 
what 'matters the liability, if we do not put ourselves in 
the way of the thoughts and feelings that are to impress 
us I We must look about for things, if we would acquire 
their images ; we must amass a knowledge of words, if 
we would explain the images to others. Study, of course, 
without genius will not make a poet, any more than eyes 
without sight will get any thing by poring over a micro- 
scope ; but on the other hand, a poet without study shall 
be in the situation of Pizarro at the Peruvian Court ;-^ 
with all his powers he shall not be able to write, and his 
common soldiers shall get the better of him in conse* 
quence. From Dryden downwards, our poets do not ap- 
pear to have been very studious men, with the exception 
of Collins and Gray ; and the reading of Dryden himself 
perhaps was rather critical and particular, than general 
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and greedy of knowledge. Of the two otiiers, CoUids iui«^ 

luckily had a fortune left him, which threw him back into 

idleness; and Gray (with all due respect to his El^y) 

was rather a man of great taste and reading, than an on-* 

ginal genius^. Of the studious disposition of M our 

greatest poets we hare complete evidence. Chaucer^ 

eagle in the * House of Fame' accuses him of being 8#^^ 

desperate a student, that he takes no heed of any body,' 

and reads till he looks stupid : — 

— — — « No tidinges comin to the^ 

Not of thy very neighbouris 

That dwellen almost at thy doris; 

Thou herist neither that ne thi% 

For whan thy labour al done is. 

And hast made al thy reckininges, 

In stede of reste and of newe thinges 

Thou goest home to thine house anone» 

N And al so dombe as any stone ^ 

Thou sittest at anothir boke, 

Tyl fully dasid is thy loke. •\ / 

V.140. 

I : •■ 
* It would really be curious to ascertsdn, how much would be due to 

Gray, after a diligent inspection of his obligations to the Greek and Italian 

poets. I doubt whether fifty lines* if so much, — setting aside his h^ng' 

Story and one or two little humourous pieces. He seems to have had a 

talent for ridicule; and must be allowed, on all hands, to have been a 

aolendid imitator of the sublime. 
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Chaucer liowerer was too true a poet not to read nature 
aa well as books, as bis writings abundantly testify, both 
in cbaracter and description. Milton and Spenser were 
both men of learning, and, what is rarer for poets, men of 
business ; and so indeed was Chaucer. Shakspeare was 
lather a man of learning nor business ; but not to men- 
tion, that Kature in him seems to have been oracular, and 
rather to have spoken by him than from him, it is cleat 
that h^ read every thing that he came near, and perhaps 
the more because he had no learning ; for learning is apt 
to make a man doat upon old books ; and the most ac- 
complished readers, not being so apt at a dead language 
as at their own, linger and brood over their favourite 
classic, at the expense of many a work of information. 

But these names are leading me from my purpose, 
which was rather to remind the poet of the general than 
the particular use of his hours ; and here I might be se- 
duced to return to them, for Chaucer revels in morning 
6Ctnery,and Milton, in one of those prose passages of his 80> 
iaapregnated with his- poetical spirit, has expressly told uS' 
Ihat he was an early riser.* But I must fairly put my 

* Apology for Smectymnttus. 
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books o£P the table^ lest in being tempted to make m cchd^ 
panion of the reader in all my favourite passages, I should 
convert these notes lata what thej really were not in* 
tended to be.<— The summary of advice to be given to a 
young poet on the present occasion, is this,— that although 
it is a main part of his business to mingle with society, 
for the right apprehension of their manners and passions, 
and indeed for his own refreshment and enjoyment, yet 
he ^ould not so mingle with it as to get hurt by its preSf 
sure, or so as to have bis attention distracted by its noise 
or diverted by its seductions. Study should be his busi- 
ness, and society his relaxation, not vice versa; he should 
divide the one between the fields and his books, and the 
other between society in general, and that sort of friendly 
or domestic company, which cherishes his kindly affec- 
tions, and enables him to keep in harmony with the feU 
]ow-creatures whom he is to please and to instruct ; for a 
mere intimacy with what is called the world, not only 
serves to injure the finer simplicity of youth, which pro- 
perly improved, becomes the noblest wisdom of age, hut 
by leading him into not the best company and gradualljii 
fatiguing him with.mimkindy inclines him to care little for 
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pleasing, and absolutdj to despair of instrucfing ; till at 
last he ieither Iboks upon all tilings around him with a re^ 
sentful melancholj, or settles into that contemptuous in- 
difference which is still inore &tal to poetry. Dr. Yoimg, w^ 
see, after a life of courtliness and Ulttery^ revenged himself 
on his expectations by the h3rpochondriac poem of ' Night 
Hioughts :' — Rochester, amidst a round of idleness and 
debauchery, vented his disdain of human nature in sallies 
of ribaldry ahd starts of the very bitterest satire. There 
is undoubtedly a medium with these men of the world, in 
whidi you may find ordinary writers of satire, of comedy^ 
and of vers de societe^ — but these are not the persons in 
question,— they are not the spoilable men ; — ^in fact, they 
are not poets. 

The application of these remarks is intended to be ^s 

« 

general as it appears. If Mr. Moore were living as he 
tised to do, in the thick of the gay world, I might avail 
Jtnyself perhaps of the social and generous character of 
his writings to recommend them to him ; but be has taken 
wing, it seems, to a rural retirement. Ind^d, it should 
gratify Mr. Wordsworth to see how very patriarchal most 
of our poets are'at {Mrestot, in ihk instaace. Mr. Moore 
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dates from Ashbourne in Derbyshire ; Mr. Campbell fh>m 
Sydenham ; Mr. Scott from Ettrick Forest ; Mr. Soiithey 
from Grasmere. Mr. Moore, it is true, is understood to 
have been an industrious man, at the time he was sup- 
posed to be idlest ; but the industry of a town life, and 
that of a due intermixture of town and country, are very 
different things. The former is little better than an 
escape from bustle, with the hum of it still ringing about 
your head : it is a business of snatches and make-times ; 
and the only hours that can be barred against interrup- 
tion, are those which are stolen from health. Besides, 
one's virtue on these occasions is apt to recompense its 
pains over much, and the abstinence of the night to help 
itself too largely out of the day. I remember, when I 
was a lad, hanging loosely on society, without a prospect 
and almost without a hope, except that of leaving behind 
mt the promise of something poetical, (all that I sh^ 
now perhaps be able to do,) I used to think it a fine, stutfl- 
ous thing to sit up all night reading and writing, with a 
thinking silence about me, and a pot of coffee at the fire- 
side ; l)ut I found out, on a sudden, that I was in the 
habit of rewarding my lucubrations with a proportionate 
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eD||oyra^t of repose, and that I seldom got out of bed 
lUl two or three in the afternoon. For an admirer of the 
fields and the sunshine, this would not do ; — but I have 
never since been able to get a proper mastery over the 
irregular habits which I suffered to dietate to me at that 
time of life, though by God's blessing I hope to achieve 
it before I have done* 

. If there is any living poet, whom from his situation in 
life, j&om his early genius, and from the complexion of his 
writings, a cordial observer might venture to remind of these 
inatten, it is a young nobleman who has been lately rising 
into celebrity, and who, as far as the world is concerned, 
is now moving in the very thick of the lustre. Early his own 
master f and of an elevated rank. Lord Bjrron has had disad- 
vantages as weU as advantages, of no ordinary description. 
Mt on the one hand, he came easily and ardently into the 
world, with none of the usual obstructions of fortune, and 
with a readiness on the part of society to admire what he 
ahould do ; on the other, his entrance might have been 
too easy, or his expectations too ardent; enjoyments 
night have pressed around him too quickly to give him 
^ime for choice^ and too unreservedly to leave him a sense 
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of respect; and at last, with a genius caLculatedt to iktora 
as well ^» iDtersst the circlea m wliicfa he daoved, he nuglkt 
fiml it difficult to escape from a round of pleasurable busi« 
nessy in which the self-love of others as well as big own 
habitual acquiescence would he^ to detain Mm. Per-i 
haps I am assuming too much here, in more senses tiian 
one ; and I confess, that I have been chiefly led into my 
conclusions respecting him by th^ general e&ct of nmk 
and fortune at his time of life, and by the general torn of 
mind evinced in .his poetry ; but if I am induced to si^ 
more than I. should have done to a writer of less promiae^ 
it is,—- if bis lordship wiU allow me to say so, — because I 
feel a more than ordinary interest in his fame, and have 
bad some chords i^bout me so toudied by his poetry, as 
to iq>eak whe|her I will or not.. 

The advice then, which I would venture to give bis 
lordsbipy-^-and which, by the way, as an Engliahnum and 
« public writer I haye other pretences for giving, in ^le 
tmpecii — ^is briefly this ; — ^that, in the first place, he woidd 
habituate hia thoughts as much a^ possible to the com- 
pany of those recorded spirits and lofty counteoancea of 
public virtue, which elevate an En^hmaa'a recelleetaoM^ 
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-ttad wre the true household deities of his country,— or to 
descend from my epithets, thi^ he would say a little more 
on politics, and appear oftenar m Parliament ;— secondly, 
that he would study society, not only in its existbg Inrit- 
liaace or its departed grandeur, but in those middle widks 
of life, where he may find the most cordial ssm of its hap- 
piness, as well as the soundest concentratioii of its intdUii* 
gence;— and thirdly, that though he has done a good 
deal already^ he would consider it as little uhtil he dould 
fuUy satisfy himself,^— or if this be difficult, pterhaps im- 
possible, — that he Would consider what he has done atf 
too fUl of promise to warrant his resorting at any time t)i» 
a common property in style, cft his use of such (ffdmwty 
expedients in composition, as a diligent tftudent of oar 
great poets will be too proud to adopt. — ^6y following the 
^t piece of advice, he would not only setve his country 
politically, but to continue speakhig of him as a' poet, 
might naturally enlarge his stock of ideas, and acquire a 
stronger ambition to i^erve it '{^o^tfcaN^t-^byfeHowhig 
the second, he might be induced to look a little more to 
the useful as well as the beautiful in writing, and be di- 
verted bom that tendency to view men and tiiing^t ontbe 
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dark side, which generally proceeds from a want of ac- 
quamtance with the truly bright one; — ^lastly, by foUow^ 
ing the third, he would do justice to his real turn for 
original feeling and thinking, and be enabled worthily to 
perform what he abundantly promises* 

Lord Byron will see, that by speaking thus of his pro- 
mise rather than his performance, I estimate his good 
sense, as well as his poetry, at no vulgar standard* Had 
I rated him less, I might have praised him more ; at least, 
I might have said nothing of all this to one whom I 
should have consid^ed as arrived at his full growth. But 
though his lordship has done more in his youth than 
many an established writer in his full manhood, and has 
consequently taken his place, beyond a doubt, in the list 
of English Poets, yet I would no more rate what he could 
do at five-and-thirty by what he has done at five-and-tweaty, 
than I would consent to have his opinion of me, as an honest 
and friendly critic, determined, when that period arrives, 
by a reUospect to unqualified commendation at present.* 

* Since this note was written, his lordship has shown his mind to be ip 
full progress by another poem called * Lara,* which, though the least popular 
^f his productions, appears to me to be by fiir the deepest and fullest. 
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l%e characteristics of Lord Byron's poetry are a gene- 
ral vein of melancholy,*— a fondness for pithy, suggesting, 
and passionate modes of speech, — and an intensity of 
feeling, ^diich appears to seek relief in its own violence. 
Every thing under his operation assumes the fierce glow 
q£ metal under the hands of the foi^er : — ^he produces it 
nathr unintermitting impatience, and turns, fashions, and 
dismisses it with an air of resentment. Wliat he wants 
iniatyle, and what he may clearly obtain, is a regular re- 
liance (m his own mode of speaking, without resorting, 
ia his quieter moments, to phrases of common property: — 
w]Hliie.3Kaatft^itr essential poetry, is fancy as distinguish* 
ed from passion, — Spenser as distinguished from Otway ; 
aad it may be anticipated perhaps from this, that he will 
always be rather on the reflecting and passionate side of 
pQil% than oa the &iciful and creative. 

The Childe Harold was very striking in this respect, 
Aid. evinced a singular independence and determination 
o^ diinkmg^ with little of those fancies^ original or bor- 
rowed, which are so captivating to young writers in gene- 
ral. The Giaour* and Bride of Abydos are two sketches 

* The country gendemen hare been terxiUy baffled with the titles of 
Lord Byron'ji productiQns^ Qulde Harold sufficiently astounded them^ 



130 NOXra CSS THE 

of pASfeioD, 8p&rkMng«Dd dignified, find ^abmoidiiig ia feli- 
citous ingtances of compression. They are not free however 
^om common-place verses, and are tdwfigated.besuleB by 
a number of strange exotic rhymes, conostiog d skmdtajto 
Turkish, — ^which is really m^air. Of aU fa» lordbdiip^i; 
productions, I confess I am still most taken with ^heiitlfe 

Abydos, after much dispute, was luckUy to be found in a dictionary; but«s 
to the Giaour, he was like his namesake in Caliph Vathek, as inexplicable 
as he was attractive; there was no circumventing him and Ihb fewyiowcb. 
For this, in some measure, we have to thank tlie French^ who, to suit their 
own convenience, make as much havoc with people's names as they do with 
the rest of their property. Thus, after having been used to their mode of 
writing the names in the Arabian Nights, and havii^ grown kilove^ wfa3e 
we are boys, with the generosity and magnificence of the Vizier Gii^-afar 
(Giafar), we find among the melancholy realities of our manhood that we 
wte to can him Ja£fer ;-— ^the family name of theBsdreddins is *siiddeiily vec- 
tified into Buddir-ad-Deen ; and our old, though somewhat alarming 
friends, Haroun al Raschid and the Cadi are discovered to be Haroon al 
Rusheedand the Cauzee. — See some of these idteraiiioiis in Dr.9cotf!llB^M# 
edition of that ever delightful work. One day or otber we'shdl &id our 
mysterious acquaintance the G-i-a-o-u-r under the plain-spoken name of the 
Jower. It is needless to add, that the heat way c^ settling this matteris to 
write dl names as nearly as possible toihdrorigfaialtpdling. Itis-Qiikr^biinr 
ness to find out the pronunciation by itself; but a name is nothing but one 
particular sound, by which one hidividual is distinguished from another, 
Bud ^ French might as well call Pythagoras P)eter ^eiddtis as Feet-a'^gove 
(Fythagore). It would have been laudable in Dr. Scott, while he was 
about his anti-galfiean emendations, to irender^^ woid 0M^,ii^kih4»sal- 
inoft beeome Bakiualijnd, t^ itofvoper IvaBiULtlmi ctf'^IMKi. 
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effusions at the end of the Childe Harold. It is here, I 
think, that the soul of him is to be found, and that he has 
most given himself up to those natural words and native 
impressions, which are the truest test of poetry. His 
lordship has evidently suffered as well as thought, and 
therefore we have a right to demand originality of him. 
Periiaps it may not have struck him, that a resolution to 
make the most of his past feelings and reflections for the 
multiplication of his poetical resources, and their subse- 
quent use to society, is no mean or mechanical policy, and 
may be called the philosopher's stone of poetry. It is 
thus that we become masters of our destiny, and gain 
possession of a talisman, which shall make even the most 
appalling spirits wait upon our wants and administer to 
our usefulness. 
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k2 



r 



K 






TRANSLATIONS, 



( 



IS6 CATULLUS'S RETURN HOME. 

Scarce able to believe my journey o*er. 

And that these eyes behold thee safe once more ! 

Oh Where's the luxury like a loosen'd heart. 

When the mind, breathing, lays its load apart, — 

When we come home again, tir*d out, and spread 

The greedy limbs o'er all the wish'd-for bed ! 

This, this alone is worth an age of toiL 

Hail, lovely Sirmio ! Hail, paternal soil ! 

Joy, my bright waters, joy ; your master's come ! 

Laugh, every dimple on the cheek of home ! 



Vix mi ipse credens Thyniam atque Bithynos 
Liquisse campos, et videre te in tuto ! 
O quid solutis est beatius curis. 
Cum mens onus reponit, ac peregrino 
Lahore fessi venimus larem ad nostrum, 
Desideratoque acquiescimus lecto ! 
Hoc est quod unum est pro laboribus tantia. 
Salve, o venusta Sirmio, atque hero gaude ! 
Gaudete, vosque Lydise lacus undae ! 
Bidete, quidquid est domi cachinnorum ! 



CATULLUS TO CORNIFICIUS. 

CARMEN XXXVIII. 



SiCKy CornificiuSy is thy friend. 

Sick to the heart ; and sees no end 

Of wretched thoughts, that gathering fast 

Threaten to wear him out at last. 

And yet you never come and bring — 

Though 'twere the least and easiest thing — 

A comfort in that talk of thine ; — 

You vex me : — ^this, to love like mine ? 

Prithee, a little talk, for ease, for ease, 

Full as the tears of poor Simonides. 

Male est, Cornifici, tuo Catullo, 

Male est, mehercule, et laboriose, 

Ct magis magis in dies et horas : 

Quem tu— -quod minimum facillimumque esfr— 

Qua solatus es adlocutione i 

Irascortibi: — sic meos amores ? 

Paulum quid lubet adlocutionis, 

Mcestius lacrimis Simonideis* 



I 



ACME AND SEPTIMIUS, OR THE 
ENTIRE AFFECTION, 

FROM CATUhLVa^-'^AMMMXf XLV^ 



< Oh, Acme love !' Septimius cried. 
As on his lap he held his bride,-— 
* If all my heart is not for thee, 
And doats not on thee desperately^ 
And if it doat not more and more. 
As desperate heart ne'er did before. 



AcMEN Septimius, suos amores, 
Tenens in gremio, * Mea,' inquit, < Acme, 
Ni te perdite amo, atque amare porro 
Omnes sum assidue paratus annos, 
Quantum qui pote plurimum perire, 
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May I be doom'd^ on deiert ground. 

To meet the lion in hitf round ! '* 

He said ; and Lorci on tiptoe near him. 
Kind at lastt a^^^ come to cheer him, f 
Ckpp'd hia little hands to hear him. 



« The andents bdiered, ^t perjined penont wtre particuMy liable 
to encottDter wild beasts. 

f It has been nippoied, that the pasaage here^ which ia rather obscurely 
expressed in the original, at least to modem prehensions, alludes to 
some difficulties, with which the lovers had met, and which had hitherto 
prevented their union. 



Solus in Libya, Indiare tosta, 

Caesio reniam obviua leonu' 

Hoc ut dixit, Amor, sinistram ut ante, 
Dextram stemuit, approbationem* 



( 
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But Acme to the baidihg youth 
Just dropping back that rosy mouthy 
Kissed his reeling, hovering eyes. 
And * O my life, my love !V relies, 
* So may our constant service be 
To this one only Deity, 
As with a transport doubly true 
He thrills your Acme's being through !' 

She said ; and Love, on tiptoe near her. 
Kind at last, and come to cheer her, 
Clapp'd his little hands to hear her. 



At Acme, leviter caput refiectens, 

£t dulcis pueri ebrios ocellos 

Illo jiiurpureo ore suayiata,^ 

* Sic,' inquit, ^ mea vita, Septimille^ 

Huic uno domino usque serviamus, 

Ut multo mihi major acriorque 

Ignis mollibus ardet in medullis* 

Hoc ut dixit. Amor sinistram ut ante, 
Dextram stemuit approbationem* 



ACME AN0 SBPTIMIUS. 141 

Favoured thus by heav'n above^ 

Their lives are one return of love ; 

For he, poor fellovir, so possessed, 

Is richer than with East and West,— - 

And she, in her enamour'd boy, 

Finds all that she can frame of joy. 

Now who has seen, in Love's subjection, 
Two more blest in their connection. 
Or a more entire affection ? 



Nunc ab auspicio bono profecti, 

Mutuis animis amant, amantur. 

Unam Septimius misellus Aonen 

Mavolt quam Syrias Britanniasque ; 

Uno in Septimio fidelis Acme 

Facit delicias libidinesque. 

Quis ullos homines beatiores 

Vidit i Quis Venerem auspicatiorem ? 



I 



HORACE TO PYEEHA. 

OWE V. lilB. I. 



VrRRMAt ^at «pdent •sUnpfiKg fiGW| 
In one ef thy ^ife y wo r^d iietreaitoy 

Would press thee t« indulge liis voir 
Amidst a world of flow'rs and sweets f 

For whom are bound thy tresses bright 

Whh unconcern so exquii!^ i 

AlaSy how oft shall he f)ewail 

His fickle stars and fintMess gafle. 



Quis multa gracilis le fxaer in voea 
Perfusus liquids urget oder9^ 
Gkwto, P^mtey «iA> «nUo ? 
Cui fiavam religas comam 
Simplex munditiis ? Heu, quoties fidem 
Mutatosque deos flebiti et aspera 
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And stare mMk nnaccuBtom'd eyes, 
When the blvck wmds and waters rise. 
Though DOW the sunshine hour beguiles 
His bark along thy golden smiles, 
Trusting to see thee, for his piayt 
For ever keep smooth holiday! 
Poor dazzled fools, who bask beside thee ! 
And trust because they never tried thee ! 
For me, and for my dangers past. 
The grateful picture hangs at last 



Nigris sequora ventis 

Emirabitur insolens, 
Qui nunc te fruitur credulus aurea, 
Qui semper vacuam, semper amabilem 
Sperat, nescius aurae 
Fallacis ! Miseri quibus 
Intentata nites ! Me tabula sacer 
Votiva paries indicat uvida 
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Within the nughty Neptune's fatte» 

Who snatch'd me, dripping, from the main. 



Suspendlsse potenti 
Vestimenta maris deo. 



i -. -, . 



PART OF A CHORUS 

IN 

SENECA^S TRAGEDY OF THYESTES. 



'Tis not wealth that makes a king. 
Nor the purple*s colourings 
Nor a brow that's bound with gold. 
Nor gates on mighty hinges rolled. 

The king is he, who void of fear^ 
Looks abroad with bosom dear '^ 



Regem non faciunt opes, 
Non vestis Tyrise color, 
Non frontis nota regise', 
Non auro nitidss fores. 

Rex est, qui posuit metus, 
£t diri mala pectoris -, 
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Who can tread ambition down. 
Nor be sway'd by smile or frown ; 
Nor for all the treasure cares, 
That mine conceals^ or harvest wears. 
Or that golden sands deliver, 
Bosom'd in a glassy river. 

What shall move his placid might? 
Not the headlong thmiderlight, 



Quern non ambitio impot^ns, 
£t numquam stabllis favor 
Vulgi prsecipitis moiitL 
Non quidquid fodet occidens ; 
Aut unda Tagus anrea 
Claro devehit alveo; 
Non quidquid libycis terit 
Fervens area messibus. 

Quem non concutiet cadens 
Obliqui via fidminis, 



l^or the storm tlxat xnnhe» out 
To snatch the. jshiverijDgwav98 about. 
Nor all th^ shapes of slaughter's tirade / 
With forwai^ lance or fiery blade. 
Safe, with wisdom for his ^rowa. 
He looks on all things calmly down ; 
He welcomes fate, when fate is near. 
Nor taints iiis dying breath* .witlt fear« 
Gr^nt that all the kinigs iMsemUe». 
At whose tread the Scythians tretnble,— > 



Non Bums rapiens mare, 
Aut ssBYo rabidus fireto, 
Ventosi tumor A^ise ; 
Quern non laiicea miiUtis, 
Non strictus domuit.cfaalyfos ; 
Qui tuto poisitus loco. 
Infra se yidit omnia; 
Occurritque suo lihens 
Fato, nee queritur mori« 
Reges conveniant licet. 

Qui sparsos agitant Dalt&&) — 

\.1 



l« PAST OP A CHORUS 

Grant that in the train be they. 
Whom the Red-Sea shores obey, 
Where the gems and chrystal cares 
Sparkle up through purple waves; 
Bring with these the Caspian stout. 
Who scorns to shut th' invader out. 
And the daring race that tread 
The rocking of the Danube's bed, 
With those again, where'er they be. 
Who, lapp'd in silken luxury. 



Qui rubri vada litoris, 
£t gemmis mare lucidum 
Late sangiuneum ten^iit ; 
Aut qui Cai^ia fortibus 
Recludunt juga Sarmatis ; 
Certet, Danubii vadum 
Audet qui pedes ingredi ; 
£t quocunque loco jacent 
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Feed, to the full, their lordly will;— 
The noble mind is monarch stilL 

No need has he of vulgar force. 
Armour, or arms, or chested horse. 
Nor all the idle darts that light 
From Parthian iif his feigned flight. 
Nor whirling rocks from engines thrown. 
That come to shake old cities down. 



Seres vellere nobiles ; — 
Mens regnum bona possidet. 

Nil uUis opus est equis. 
Nil armis, et inertibus 
Telis, quse procul ingerit 
Parthus, cum simulat fugas; 
Admotis nihil est opus 
Urbes stemere machinis 
Longe saxa rotantibus* 



1^ PART OF A CHORUS IN SEMECA^ THTESTE& 

No :-*-to fear not earthly thing. 
This it is that makes the Iditg ; 
And all of us, whoe'er we be. 
May carve us out this royalty. 



Res: est, qui netuit nihil ; 
Hoc r^ncBn sibi quisque dat. 



BACCHUS, OR THE PIRATES. 



nUlM BOMUU— -HTHK V. 



Of Bacchus let me tell a sparkling story. — 
'Twas by the sea-side, on a promontory. 
As like a blooming youth he sat one day. 
His dark locka ripening in the sunny ray. 
And wrapt in a loose cloak of crimsoti bright. 
Which half gave out his shoulders, broad and white. 
That making up, a ship appeared at sea. 
Brushing the wine-black billows m^rily,— 
A Tuscan trim, and pirates were the crew; 
A fatal impulse drove them as they flew ; 
For looking hard, and nodding to each other. 
Concluding him, at least, some prince's brother. 
They issued forth along the breezy bay. 
Seized him with jovial hearts, and bore away. 
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No sooner were they off, than gath'ring round him 
They mark'd hislovely strength^ and would haveboundhiol', 
When loy instead of this> the ponderous bands 
Snapped of themselres from off his legs and hands. 
He, all the while, discovering no surprise. 
But keeping, as before, his calm black eyes* 

At this, the Master, struck beyond the rest. 
Drew them aside, and earnestly addressed ;*-^ 
* O wretched as ye are, have ye your brains. 
And see this being ye would hold with chains ? 
Trust me, the ship will not sustain him long ; 
For either Jove he is, terribly strong. 
Or Neptune, or the silver-shafted King, 
But nothing, sure, resenibling mortal thing. 
Land then and set him free, lest by and by 
He call the winds about him, and we die*' 

He said ; and thus, in bitterness of heart 
The Captain uiswer'd, — * Wretched that thou art I 
Truly we've much to fear, — a favouring gale, • 
And all things firm behind the running sail! 
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Stick to thy post, and leaYe these things to men. 
X trusty my friends^ before we sail again, 
To touch at ^gjrpt, Cyprus, or the north, 
And having learnt meantime our prisoner's worth. 
What friends he has, and wealth to what amount, 
To turn this god-send to a right account/ 

He said; and hauling up the sail and mast^ 
Drew the tight vessel stiff before the blast ; 
The sailors, under arms, observe their prize. 
When lo, strange doings interrupt their eyes ; 
For first, a fountain of sweet-smelling wine 
Came gushing o'er the deck with sprightly shine. 
And odours, not of earth, their senses took; 
The pallid wonder spread from h>ok to look ; 
And then a vine-tree over-ran the sail, 
Its green arms tossing to the pranksome gale ; 
And then an ivy, with a flowering shoot. 
Ran up the mast in rings, and kiss'd the fruit. 
Which here and there the dipping vine let down ; 
On every oar there was a garland crown. — 
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But now the crew call'd out * To shore ! To shore!' 

When, leaping backward with an angry rdar. 

The dreadful stranger to a lion turned ; 

His glaring eyes beneath the hatches bum'd : 

Then rushing forward, he became a bear, 

With fearful change bewildering their despair ; 

And then again a lion, ramping high 

From seat to seat, and looking horribly. 

Heaped at the stem, and scrambling all along. 

The trembling wretches round the Master throng. 

Who calmly stood, for he had done no wrong. 

Oh, at that minute, to be safe on land ! 

But now, in his own shape, the God's at hand, 

And spuming first the Captain firom the side, 

The rest leap'd after in the plunging tide; 

For one and all, as they had done the same, 

The same deserv'd ; and dolphins they became. 

The God then turning to the Master, broke 
In happy-making smiles, and stoutly spoke :— 



k . 
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* Be of good courage, blest companion mine i 
Bacchus am I, the roaring God of Wine ; 
And well shall this day be, for thee and thine.' 

And S0| all reverence and all joy to thee. 
Son of the sparkle-smiling Semele ! 
Must never bard forget thee in his song. 
Who mak'st it flow so sweetly and so strong. 



SONNETS. 



I. 

TO THOMAS BARNES, ESQ. 

WRITTEN FROM HAMPSTEAD. 



Dear Barnes, whose native taste, solid and clear. 
The throng of life has strengthen'd without harm, 
You know the rural feeling, and the charm 

That stillness has for a world-fretted ear :— - 

*Tis now deep working all about me here 
With thousand tiny hushings, like the swarm 
Of atom bees, or fairies in alarm. 

Or noise of numerous bliss from distant sphere. 

This charm our evening hours duly restore, — 
Nought heard through all our little, lulFd abode. 

Save the crisp fire, or leaf of book turn'd o'er. 
Or watch-dog, or the ring of frosty road. 

Wants there no other sound then ? — Yes, one morc^ — 
The voice of friendly visitingi long owed. 
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II. 

TO HAMPSTEAD. 



Sweet upland^ to whose walks with fond repair 
Out of thy western slope I took my rise 
Day after day^ and on these feverish eyes 

Met the moist fingers of the bathing air^ — 

If healthy unearned of thee, I may not share. 
Keep it, I pray thee, where my memory lies. 
In thy green lanes, brown dells, and breezy skies, 

Till I return, and find thee doubly fair. 

Wait then my coming, on that lightsome land^ 
Health, and the Joy that out of nature springs. 

And Freedom*s air-blown locks ; — ^but stay with me, 
Friendship, frank entering with the cordial hand. 
And Honour^ and the Muse with growing wings. 
And Love Domestic, smiling equably. 

Surrey Jail, Aug. 27, 1815. 
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in. 

TO THE SAME. 



Thet tell me^ when my tongue grows wanq on thee. 
Dear gentle hill, with tresses green and bright/ 
That thou art wanting in the finii^ing sigb^ ^ v^^ 

Sweetest of all for summer eye to s^e }-— ^ "^^ 

That whatsoe'er thy charm of spire and tree, ' 

Of dell wrapped in, or airy-viewing height, 
No water looks from out thy face with7igbt« 

Or waits upon thy walks refreshfidly* . 

It may be so,-<-*casual thoUg^i pond or broojc :>* 

Yet not to me» so fuU of all that's fair. 
Though fruit-embowered, with fipgeriiig.sun between, 
Were the diviiiest fount ip Fan^cy's nook, 
In which the Nyxnphs sit tying up their haur,. 
Their white backs, glist^iuiig th^pUgh the myrtles 
green. 

Surrey Jtal, Aug. 1814. 
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IVi 

TO THE SAME. 



WiNTBR has reached thee once again at last ; 
And now the rambler^ whoni thy groves yet please. 
Feels on his house-warm lips the thin air freeze ; 

While in his shrugging neck the resolute blast 

Comes edging; and the leaves, in hea^is down cast, • 
He shuffles wiA his hasting f6otj and sees > 
The cold sky whitening through ihe wify trees. 

And sighs to thitik his loitering noons have passed^ 



t #> - .d 



And do I love thee less to paint thee so ? 
No: tiiis the season is of beauty stiH 
Doubled at heajrti—^f smoke wi^wfafarliug glee 
UptunMng ever from the blas^ below^*^^ . 
And home rem^bered tnostr— and <^r lo^dMl^ 
The second^ a^d the^Ust^ away fvomthisei 

Surrey Jail, Nov. 1814. 
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V. 

TO T. M, ALSAGER, ESQ. 

WITH THE author's MINIATURE, ON LEAVING PRISON. 



Some grateful trifle let me leave with you, 
Dear Alsager, whose knock at evening fiill. 
And interchange of books, and kindness all. 

Fresh neighbourhood about my prison threw, 

And buds of solace, that to friendship grew : — 
Myself it is, who if your study wall 
Has room, would find a nestling comer small. 

To catch, at times, a cordial glance or two. 

May peace be still found there, and evening leisure. 
And that which gives a room both eye and hearty 
The clear, warm fire, that clicks along the coal ; 
And never harsher sound, than the fine pleasure 
Of lettered friend, or music's mingling art. 
That fetches out in smiles the mutual souL 



SOKNBTa m 



VL 
TO HAMPSTEAD. 



The baffled spell, that bound me, is undone ; 

And I have breath'd once more beiieath thy sky, 
Lovely-brow'd Hampstead, and my sight have ruii 

O'er and about thee, and had scarce drawn niglr^ 
When I beheld, m momentary sun, 

One of thy^ hiUs gleam bright and bosomy. 
Just like that orb of orbs, a human one> 

Let forth by chance upon a lover's eye* 

Forgive me then, that not before I spoke ; 
Since all the comforts, missed in close distress. 
With airy nod came up from every part 
O'erHsmiling speech; and so I gazed and took 
A long, deep draught of silent freshfulness, 
Allele, and gushing round my fevered li^rt. 

May, 1815. 

VL 
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VII. 
TO THE SAME, 



.-J i 



Ab ofte f«4)a^ «ftac4QBg^fu»d far^s^ 
Cornell on* his mistress in an boar of deepi * 
And half surprised that he can silence, keep, 

Stands smiling o'er her through a flash of tears, ; 

To see how sweet and self-same she appears ; ... 
Till at his touch, with little moving creep \ 
Of joy, she wakes from oiit her calmness deep. 

And then his heart finds voice, and dances round tier >^ars; 

So I, first coming on my haunts again, .: :* 

In pause and stillness of the early prime, .... 

Stood thinking of the past and present tixde^ 
With earnest eyesight, scarcely cros^'d with pain.; ■:. 

Tin the fresh moving leaves, and startltngibi|»ds^ A . 

Loosened my long-suspended breath .in WQKdflU . 

May, 1815* 



POLITICS AND POETICS; 

OB, TBM 

DESPERATE SITUATION OF A JOURITALIST UNHAPPILT 
SMTTTEN WITH THE LOVE OF RHYME. * 



Again I jstopy-wigain the teU refuse ! 

Away, for pity's sake^ distracting Muse ; 

Nor thus come smiling with thy bridal tricks 

Between my studious face and politics. 

Is it for thee to mock the frowns of fate ? 

Look round, look roundf and mark my desperate state i 

* These lines were omitted ia tiie first edition, on account of the ge- 
neral indifference of the versification ; but as they have been thought to 
resemble that mixture tf fancy and familiarity, which the public have ap- 
proved in the * Feast of the Poets,' and as they involve also the anticipa^ 
tion of an event in the writer's life, which afterwards took place, and which 
he can look back upon, thank Heaven, without blushing for the manner in 
^rhich he anticipated it, they are here for tlbe g;c«»S(fix ^^»xN.xc^cis^fi^ 
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Cannot thy gifted eyes a sight behold. 

That might have quelled the Lesbian bard of old. 

And made the blood of Dante's self run cold ? 

Loy first, this table spread with fearful books. 
In which whoe'er can help it never looks, — 
Letters to Lords, Remarks, Reflections, Hints, 
Lives, snatch'd a moment from the public prints,^- 
Pamphlets to prove, on pain of our undoing. 
That rags are wealth, and reformation ruin. 
Journals, and briefs^ and bills, and laws of libel, 
And bloated and blood-red, the placeman's annual Bi 

Scarce from the load, as from a heap of lead. 
My poor old Homer shows his living head % 
Milton, in sullen darkness, yields to fate. 
And Tasso groans beneath the courtly weight ; 
Horace alone (the rogue !) his doom has missM, 
And lies at ease up<m the Pension List. 

Round these, in tall imaginary chairs, 
iiQ7/>5 ever grinoing, »t my daily caresi — 
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Distastes, delaySy diftlikings to begin, 

Gnawings of pen, and kneadings of the chin* 

Here the Blue Daemon keeps his constant stir. 

Who makes a man his own barometer ; 

There Nightmare, horrid mass ! unfeatured heap ! 

Prepares to seize me if I fall asleep ; 

And there, with hands that grasp one's very soul. 

Frowns Head-ache, scalper of the studious poU,— 

Head-ache, who lurks at noon about the courts. 

And whets his tomahawk on East's Reports. 

Chief of this social game, behind me stands^ 
Pale, peevish, periwigged, with itching hands, 
A goblin double-tail'd, and cloak'd in black, 
Who, while I'm gravely thinking, bites my back. 
Around his head flits many a harpy shape. 
With jaws of parchment and long hairs of tape. 
Threatening to pounce, and turn whatever I write 
With their own venom into foul despite. 
Let me but name the court, they swear, and curse, 
And din me with hard names ; and what is worse, 
'Tis now three times that I have T3(ua&'d.m^ ^^xa.^. 
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No wonder poor Torqusito weott disl^actedi 
On whose gali'd senses )u8t such pranks were acted^ 
When the i^mall t3rrant,<i>-God kaows on what ground^*^ 
With dungeons and w^ doctors hemm'd.bim round.* 

-' •* ' . ■' ..a ■• • ; . ■ . , f 

* See Black*8 Life of Torquatb Tatiso, Which, if it does not erince a 
mature judgment in point, of style, is written at once with great accuracy 
of investigation and enthusiasm of sympathy. Mr. Black, in opposition to 
Milton's, Seracci*s, and indeed the general opimon, thinks that the misfoac^ 
tunes experienced by this illustrious poet at the court of Ferrara were not 
owing to a passion between him and the Princess Leonora; and perhaps 
the belief in it hc(s been little more than a guess, not entirely destitute oi 
internal evidence, and certainly not unfounded either in human nature, in 
the character of the poet himself, or in the general destiny of princesses. 
The reasons why Tasso might not talk more explicidy to the world on 
such a suigect, are obvious. I believe it was not ascertained 411 lat(^ly, that 
the horrible persecution experienced by Baron Trenk from Frederick the 
Second of Prussiit, was owing to an early attachment ^vith which he had 
inspired the king's sister Amelia, and winch that noble-minded and unfor- 
tuhate princess carried with her to the grave. The interview that took 
place between the Baron and his royal Mistress in their old age, after 
never having seen each other since their youth, is one of the mostafifecting 
incidents in the history of the human heart. Leonora, like the Princess 
Amelia, died unmarried ;-*-but, at all events, whether she had or had not 
any thing to do with the poet's destiny, one can never think without indig- 
nation of the state to which he was reduced by her brother the Duke of Fer- 
rara, who, whatever was the cause of his dislike, chose to regard his morbid 
sensibility as madness, and not only locked him up, but drenched him with 
nauseous medicines. It is truly humUlatlng to heac the ^eat poet, in spite 
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Lasty but m)t IfiOBtt (xnethkiks I see l^infi now !} , 
With stare ^xpectanty Mid a ragged brow^ .c^ 

Comes the foulxfiend) tirho,-^let it rain or shine, « 

Let it be cl^af^ brcloudy, tovl or fine, // 

Or freezing, thawin)^, drizzling, hailing, snowing, 
Or mildy dr Warm, or bet, or bleak and blowing, 
Oi* damp, or dry, or dull, or sharp, or sloppy. 
Is sure to come^—- the Devil who comes for copy ! 



of his natural higlimindedness, petitioning to be relieved from his inordi- 
nate quantity of physic, or promising, in the erent of obtaining a small In- 
dulgence, to take it more patiently. One of the miseries with which 
persecution and a diseased fancy conspired to torment him during hfs goq* 
finement in Saint Anne*s -Hospital, was on idea that he was Ima^iltQdbyva 
mischierous little goblin, who tumbled his papers about, stole his mopfy, 
and deranged his contemplations. The folUwing wild and simply tQUC^ 
of pathos is supposed to have been written by him during these a$H^ 
tions:— ' . 

Tu, che ne vai in Pindo, 

Ivi pende mia cetra ad un cipresso^ 
Salultalain mio nome^edilleipoi, - r.^M 

Ch*io son dagli anni, edafortuna oppresso. , ,<^, 

Thou, who to Pindus tak*st thy way. 
Where my harp hangs upon a cypress tre^ 

Salute it in my name, and say. 
That I am. old, ^d full, of misery. 
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But see ! e'en now the Muse's cluurm prevaib; 
The shapes are moved ; the stricken circle fails ; 
With backward grins of malice they retire. 
Scared by her seraph looks, and smiles of fire : 
That instant as the hindmost shuts the door, 
The bursting sunshine smites the windowed floor; 
Bursts too, on every side, the sparkling sound 
Of birds abroad, — the elastic spirits bound. 
And the fresh mirth of morning breathes around : 
Away, ye clouds !— dull politics, give place !— 
Off, cares, and wants, and threats, and all the race 
Of foes to freedom, and to laurelled leisure ! ^ 

To day is for the Muse-^-and dancing Pleasure I 

Oh for a seat in some poetic nook. 
Just hid with trees, and sparkling with a brook, ^ 

Where through the quivering boughs the sun beams shool 
Their arrowy diamonds upon flower and fruit. 
While stealing airs come fuming o'er the' stream. 
And lull the fancy to a waking dream ! 
There shouldst thou come, O first of my desires. 
What time the noon had i^ent its fiercer fires, 
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And all the bower, with chequered shadows strown, 

Glow'd with a mellow twilight of its 'own ; 

There shouldst thou come, and there sometimes with tliee 

Might deign repair the staid Philosophy, 

To taste thy freshening brook, and trim thy gro^s. 

And tell us what good task true glory loves. 

I see it now ! I pierce the fairy glade, 

And feel the enclosing influence of the shade : — 

A thousand forms, that sport on summer eves. 

Glance through the light, and whisper in the leaves. 

While every bough seems nodding with a sprite. 

And every air seems hushing the delight. 

And the calm bliss, flx'd on itself a while. 

Dimples the unconscious lips into a smile. 

Anon strange music breathes ; — the fairies show 

Their pranksome crowd ; and in grave order go 

Beside the water, singing, small and clear. 

New harmonies unknown to mortal ear. 

Caught upon moonlight nights from some nigh»wander- 

ing sphere. 
I turn to thee, and listen with flxM eyes. 
And feel my i^irits mount on winged ecstasies. 



) 
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In vaiti.*— For now with looks that doubly burn. 
Shamed of their late defeat, my foes return. 
Hiey know their foil is short ;--^aiid shorter stiU, 
The bliss that waits upon the Muse's will. 
Back to their seats they rush, and reassume 
Their ghastly rights^ and sadden ^11 the room. 
O'er ears and brain the bursting wrath descends^ 
Cabals, mts-^statements, noise of private ends. 
Doubts, hazards, crosses, cloud-compelling vapours. 
With dire necessity to read the papers. 
Judicial slaps that would have stung Saint Paul, 
Costs, pityings, warnings, wits,-^and worse than all, 
(Oh for a dose of Thelwall or of poppy !) 
The fiend, the punctual fiend, that bawls for copy ! 
Full in the midst, like that Grorgonian spell. 
Whose ravening features glared collected hell. 
The well-wigg'd pest his curling horror shakes. 
And 2i, fourth snap of threatening vengeance takes ! 
At that dread sight, the Muse at last, turns pale, ^ 

I^reedom and Fiction's self no more avail, \ 

And lo, my Bower of Bliss is tum'd into a jail ! J 

What then ? I^at then ? my better genius qries : — 
Scandals and jails ! — All these you maj ^eis^\^. 
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The enduring soul, that to keep others free 
Dares to give up its darling liberty, 
I^ives wheresoever its countr3rmen applaud, 
And in their great enlargement walks abroad : 
But toils alone, and struggles every hour 
Against the insatiate, gold-dush'd Lust of Power, 
Can keep the fainting Virtue of * thy land 
From the rank slaves, that gather round his hand. 
Be poor in purse, and law will soon undo diee ; 
B^ poor in soul, and gdl^nfempt will rue thee. 

I yield, I yield. — Once more I turn to you, 
Harsh politics, and once more bid adieu 
To the soft dreaming of t^e Muse^s bowers^ 
Their sun-streak'd fruits, and fairy-painted flowers. 
Farewell, for gentler times, ye laurell'd shades ! 
Farewell, ye sparkling brooks, and haunted glades, 
Where the trim shapes, that bathe it) moonlight eires. 
Glance through the light, and whis^^r io the leaves^ 
While every bough seems nodding with a sprite. 
And every air seems hushing the delight. 
Farewell, farewell, dear Muse, and all thy pleasure ! 
He conquers eas^^ Who veould be cTQPWTi'd^^VCcLVe?®»a. 

1811, 



SONG. 

^TO THE ▲!& OF **THS B£*IL CAHE FIODLIK6 THROUGH THE TOWN.") 



Oh, one that I koow is a knavkh lass. 

Though she looks so sweet and simple ; 
Her eyes th^e are none can safely pass. 

And it's wrong to trust her dimple. 
So taking the jade was by nature made, 

So finish'd in all fine thieving. 
She'll e'en look away what you wanted to say, 

Ar^ smile you out of your grieving. 

To see her, for instance, go down a dance. 

You'd think you sat securely, 
Fpr there's nothing about her of forward France, 

And nothing done over demurely ; 
But lord ! she goes with so blithe a repose, 

And comes so shapely about you, 
That ere you're aware, with a glance and an air. 

She whi«ks your heart from oat you. 



NATIONAL SONG. 



Hail, England, dear England, true Queen of the West, 
With thy fair swelling bosom and ever-green vest, 
How nobly thou sitt'st in thine own steady light, 
On the lefl of thee Freedom, and Truth on the right. 
While the clouds, at thy smile, break apart, and turn 
bright ! j 

The Muses, full voiced, half encircle the seat. 
And Ocean comes kissing thy princely white feet. 

AU hail ! aU hail ! 
All hail to the beauty, immortal and free. 
The only true goddess that rose from the sea. 

Warm-hearted, high-thoughted, what union is thine 
Of gentle affections and genius divine I 
Thy sons are true men, fit to battle with care ; 
Thy daughters true women, home-loving and fair, 
With figures unequall'd, and blu&lv^^ qc& x^\^\ 
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E'en the ground takes a virtue, that's trodden by thee, 
And the slave, that but touches it, starts^ and is free. 

All hail ! all hail ! 
All hail, Queen of Queens, there's no monarch beside, 
But in ruling as thou dost, would double his pride. 



s 



A THOUGHT ON MUSIC, 

SUGOBSISEO jnr ▲ rfttVATSCONCItllTy MAT 13| ^81.5. 



To sit with downward listening, and cross'd knee/ 
Half conscious, half unconscious, of the throng 
Of fellow-ears, and hear the well-met skill 
Of fine musicians,— the glib ivory 
Twinkling with numerous prevalence,— the snatch 
Of brief and birdy flute, that leaps apart,— 
Giddy violins, that do whate'^r they please, — 
And sobering all with circling manliness, 
The bass, uproUing deep and voluble ; — 
Well may the sickliest tiiought, that keeps its home 
In a sad heart, give gentle way for once. 
And quitting its pain-anchor'd hold, put forth 
On that sweet sea of many-biUow'd sound. 
Floating and floating in a dreamy lapse. 
Like a half-sleeper in a summer boat. 
Till heaven seems near, and angels traveUing by. 
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For not the notes alone, or new-found air. 
Or structure of elaborate harmonies. 
With steps that to the waiting treble climby 
Suffice a true-touch'd ear. To that will come 
Out of the very vagueness of the J07 
A shaping and a sense of things beyond us. 
Great things and voices great : nor will it reckon: 
Sounds, that so wake up the fond-hearted air. 
To be the unmeaning raptures they are held. 
Or mere suggestions of our human feeling. 
Sorrow, or mirth, or triumph. Infinite things 
There are, both small and great, whose worth were lost 
On us alone, — the flies with lavish plumes, — 
The starry-showering snow, — the tints and shi^es^ 
That hide about the flowers,-— gigantic trees. 
That crowd for miles up mountain solitudes. 
As on the steps of some great natural temple. 
To view the godlike sun :-^nor have the clouds 
Only one face, but on the side of heaven 
Keep ever gorgeous beds of golden light. 

Part then alone we hear, as part we see : 
And in thia music^ lovely thrngg of «x 
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May find a S3mipath3r of heart or tongue, 
Which shook perhaps the master, when he wrote. 
With what he knew not, — ^meanings exquisite,— 
Thrillings, that have their answering chords in heaven,*^ 
Perhaps a language well^tuned hearts shall know 
In that blest air, and thus in pipe and string 
Lefl by angelic mouths to lure us thither. 



THE END. 



Printed by S. HamUton, We^Vjudgt^ ^Kai«^* 



NEW WORK^ 

PVBLIStiED BY GALE ^ FENNER. 



THE DESCENT OF LIBERTY, a Mask ; to which is 
fixed. An Account of the Origin and Nature of Masks, by JJB 
HUNT. Price 68. boards. 

^' We know not that a ttunff of such continued and innocent i 
so finely mixed up with touches of human manners and afib^ 
fi poem, in short, so fitted fov a holiday hour on a bri^t i 
morning, has ever come under our critical cognizance. It has ; 
thJLQg in it exquisitely touching."— £c2€c^ic lUv. May, 1815. 

A GEOGRAPHICAL and HISTORICAL ACCOUNT € 
I9LANi> of ST. HELENA ; of its Discovery by the Poring 
its Climate; Population; Mannersof the InhaoitantS; Mountf 
Aspect, and smgular Natural Security. To which are subj< 
Bnef Memoirs of NAPOLEON BONAPARTE, during his J 
sion at Rochefort, his subsequent Surrender and Appearance o 
British Shores, and his final transfer to the Nortliumberland, 74 
bonnd for St. Helena. W ith a Picturesque View of the Island 
a Portrait of Napoleon Bonaparte, as he appeared On boan 
Mfuesty's ship Bellerophon. Fourtn Edition, l8mo. neatly s< 
price 2s. 6d. 

A TOUR through some Parts of ISTRIA, CARNP 
STYRIA, AUSTRIA, THE TYROL, ITALY, and SICIL 
the Spriuff of 1814, by a Young English Merchant. Crowi 
Price 7s. Doards. 

PICTURESQUE VIEWS of PUBLIC EDIFICES in PA 
by Messrs. SEGARD and TESTARD, aquatinted in imitat 
the Drawinpfs by Mr. ROSENBERG. In 4to. price, plain, iZ. 1 
or coloured, 21. 28, 

This work, it is presumed, will prove acceptable even to 
viho mav not contemplate a trip to the opposite coast; for the 
ness and beauty of the Ena^ravings will convey an acciuate cc 
tion of the grandeur of design and delicacy ofexecution, whic 
racterize the Public Edifices of Paris. 

SKETCHES of the HISTORY and PRESENT STATE 
RUSSIAN EMPIRE ; of the progress of Civilization, fro 
foundation of the Monarchy to the accession of the House c 
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numof (the present reiKoinf family) : and particnlariy i^der the 
l^overeigiis of that House ; coimectea with Political and Personal 
Memoirs of the Imperial Court. By the Rev. 'WILLIAM 
ANDERSON. 8vo. Price 12*. boards. 

» 

TRAVELS through tlie SOUTH of FRANCE, and in the 
Interior of the Provinces of PROVENCE and LANGUEDOC, in 
the years 1807 and 1808, by a route never before performed, beinr 
along the Banks of the Loire, the Isere, and the Garonne, tlirougn 
the greater part of their course. By Lieut. -Col. PINK. KEY, of 
the ^orth American Rangrers. Second Edition, in one thick vo- 
lume 8vo. v^ith a coloured Map of France, price 148. boards. 

HORACE in LONDON : consisting of IMITATIONS of the 
FIRST TWO BOOKS of HORACE. Fourth Edition. By the 
Authors of ' Rejected Addresses; or, The New Theatrum Pocta- 
trum.' Price 7s. boards. 

REJECTED ADDRESSES; or, The NEW TOEATRUM 
POETARUM. Fifteenth Edition. Price 4s. 6d. in boards. 

** Fir*d that the house reject him — 'Sdeath, I'll fnint it, 
And shame the fools I — '* Pope. 

LETTERS from ALBION to a FRIEND on the Continent. 
Written ih the Years 1810, 1811, 1813, and 1813. In two volumes, 
small 8vo. Price 14$. boards. 

'* We have now before us an a^eeable writer and a warm pane- 
e^^t in the person of a Prussian Nobleman, who is not merely a 
mend but a natterer of this country ; and who, in rapidly sketching 
his Views of Great Britain, dexterously selects for notice only, the 
mot'e beautifnl features of the various landscapes^ and^ with a iasci- 
natinff pictui'esque art, conceals all the displeasing^ objects in cloud 
and ^oom. We seem to be reading the 'Iravels of Anacharsis."^ 
Monthly Review, June, 1 815. 

LtfrrmiS from a GENTLEMAN in tiie NORTH of SCOt- 
AND to his FRIEND in LONDON ; containing the Description 
Ta capital Town; an account of the Hig^hlands, and of the Customs 
id Manners of the Highlanders, interspersed with many curious 
acts and Circumstances ; first printed 1754. A New Edition, with 
otet, in two volumes, crown 8vo. Price 159. boards. 

Lord Selkirk, in his work on Emigration, has the following words : 
A very curious description of the state of the Highlands in the 
irly part of last century is given in a book, entitled, * Letters from 
Gentleman in the Norm of Scotland, &c.' The book is now rare, 
id the account of peculiar value firom being a detail of CasX^Yss^- 
edii^tely under the eye of the Mrritet."— Appewdiix^V^^ '^^ 
Se0 also Mm, Rev. Waverly^ Nor. 1^U> and CtU • B«c. l<l«^i>"sa,Vb. 
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ILLUSTRATIONS of ENGLISH PHILOLOGY. By CHAS. 
RICHARDSON, Esq. Consistm^ of 

A Critical Examination of Dr. Johoson^s Dictionary ; 

'* Ridebis, deinde indiniaberis, deinde ridebis, si legeris, quod, 
nisi legeris, non potes credere."— PJtitii Epist. 

Remarks on Mr. Dueald Stewart's Essay *' On the Tendency of 
some late Philological Speculations." 

** Verba obstrepunt." Bacon Nov, Org. 

4to. Price 12. 58. boards. 



Shortly will be published. 

In one volume, 4to. 

THE STORY of RIMINI : a Poem. 
By LEIGH HUNT. 

PARIS during the INTERESTING MONTH of JULY, 1815: 
A SERIES of LETTERS, addressed to a FRIEND in LONDON. 
By W. D. J'ELLOWES, Es<i. Illustrated by Portraits of the Royal 
Family of France, en-grotipe; apresent Likeness of Bonaparte, 6n- 
vignette ; and other interesting Plates, in one volume. 
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